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PREFACE. 


THE days of long prefaces, as well as of 
fulsome dedications, are past. I shall, therefore, 
trouble the reader with but a brief introduction 
to this little volume. 

The following chapters first appeared in a 
Massachusetts temperance newspaper — the Life 
Boat. Waving been honored with no little com- 
mendation by the press, as well as by the public 
generally, it was considered that both their pop- 
ularity and usefulness might be increased by their 
publication in a more permanent form than that 
afforded by a weekly journal. Hence this 
book. 

Every portion of the volume has undergone 
careful revision, and two entirely new chapters 
have been added. My object in writing these 
“Passages” (and at times the penning them was 
a painful effort) was to supply what appeared to 
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me to be a want in the literature of temperance, 
namely, illustrations of the perils to which the 
young and intellectual are more peculiarly ex- 
posed. IfI have succeeded — well ; if not, there 
are many far abler pens than mine which may 
take up a topic, to which I shall have, at least, 
directed attention. 


D. 


Boston, Mass., July, 1853. 


LETTER FROM L. M. SARGENT, ESQ. 


By the kind permission of L. M. Sargent, Esq., the inim- 
itable author of “My Mother’s Gold Ring,” and of other 
Temperance tales, which are far and away the best of their 
class, I here present the reader with a letter which I have 
received from that gentleman. The public will hear with 
reoret that delicate health alone prevented Mr. Sargent 


from contributing to this volume a more extended notice. 


Boston, May 17, 1853. 


Dear Sir: Certain reasons, which it is needless to 
recite, prevent me from complying with your request, to 
write an introduction to your “Passages from the History 
of a Wasted Life.” I have read some of the numbers with 
a strong impression of their truthfulness ; and wish you suc- 
cess in your enterprise. It is the fortune of the wisest and 


best of mankind to make mistakes, and occasionally miss 
(3) 
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their way in the voyage of life; and it is a most honorable 
office to jot down upon a chart, for the benefit of all who are 
to follow, soundings and bearings, shoals and breakers. 
Such services are eminently useful to mankind, and must 
prove acceptable in the sight of God. I once heard a great 

sav. that he VW lwavs williz os to fesg hi iono- 
man say, that he was always willing to confess his igno 
rance, if he could gain any thing thereby: it is surely not 
less noble to confess our mistakes, if thereby we can ben- 
efit our fellow-men. 

I am, respectfully, yours, 
L. M. SARGENT. 
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CHAPTER I. 


THE “BEGINNING OF THE END.” 


‘¢ Adam lost paradise — eternal tale 
Repeated in the lives of all his sons. 
I had a shining orb of happiness ; 
God gave it me ; but sin passed over it 
As small-pox passes o’er a lovely face, 
Leaving it hideous. I have lost forever 
The paradise of young and happy thoughts, 
And now stand in the middle of my life, 
Looking back through my tears — ne’er to return. 
I’ve a stern tryst with Death, and must go on, 
Though with slow steps and oft-reverted eyes.”’ 
A Lirr Drama BY ALEXANDER SMITH. 
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“By A MIDDLE-AGED Man.” — Yes, by such appel- 


Jation, and by such alone, shall the author of the follow- 
ing chapters from REAL Lire be known. Why should 
I attach my name to these confessions? for such they 
will prove to be. It is enough for the reader to be 
assured that they will be veritable chronicles. “Truth,” 
said Byron, “is stranger than fiction.’ He was right. 
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Some one else has declared with equal force, that any 
person who should write a faithful history of his own 
career could not fail to produce an interesting volume. 
What need, I would ask, have we of “thrilling tales of 
romance,” as the cant of the day has it, when the ma- 
terials for “startling developments” abundantly exist 
in our own memories? But dare we be candid? How 
few have the resolution to chronicle their faults and 
failings! And how many shrink from making a public 
display of their miserable experiences, after a deliv- 
erance from danger, owing to a fear of being accused 
of glorying in their past shame, and of exhibiting “the 
pride that apes humility.” I confess I am no great ad- 
mirer of platform confessions; but herein I differ from 
many good men who deem it advisable to minutely 
describe the horrors of the pit from whence they were 
digged. Into this question, however, I will not enter, 
but address myself at once to my subject. 

To comprehend this paper, however, and those which 
may succeed it, it will be necessary for me to briefly 
refer to my past position. What my present standing 
is concerns no one. It may so happen that certain 
incidents will suggest my identity to some readers ; for 
I shall write truthfully, and so cannot well fail now and 
then to drop a clew which may be discerned by an 


observing eye. No matter; such a contingency would 
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but verify my story. Of my birth, parentage, educa- 
tion, and such like, I need not speak minutely. At the 
proper age I was articled to a member of one of the 
learned professions — a fact which is of itself sufficient 
to show that my father occupied no mean position ; for 
in the “land where I was born,” the gates to the prac- 
tising courts of law, physic, and divinity are only to 
be opened by a golden key. 

Without vanity I may say that, the years of student 
life having passed, I entered on the great race of life 
as well qualified, mentally and socially, as most young 
men. For a time all was well. But why blink the 
‘truth? I pranx! first at the social party; then in 
the jovial circle; lastly every where, but not with 
every body, for I was not quite without pride. The 
result may be easily guessed at. Embarrassment and 
then ruin came; retrieveless ruin, as I thought then; 
and so to drown my care I drank the deeper. “ Facilis 
descensus Averni,” says the ancient poet; and so I found 
it to be. At length, forbearance having had its limits, 
friends looked cold; and, too proud to seek for aid from 
those whom I had known in “better days,” I made a 
desperate effort, scraped a few pounds together, and 
having obtained a passage as surgeon in an emigrant 
ship, found myself, one fine morning, in New York, 


with but a few dollars in my pocket; and among the 
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thousands who hurried by me, not a single familiar 
face. 

Will it be wondered at that, in my vague desolation, 
I again sought refuge in intoxication? Bad rapidly 
became worse, until at last hope well nigh forsook me. 
God and the angels only know what I suffered in that 
great, strange city; some future time I may record my 
periences there. ‘Time flew on, and when at length 
all seemed hopeless, a ray of light beamed upon my 
soul’s darkness. By a mighty effort I abandoned al- 
cohol, and ere long a brilliant career opened before me. 
But this was‘not to last. With excellent prospects I 
revisited my home, became once more domesticated, 
and spent twelve months of unalloyed happiness. So 
rapidly did I recover lost ground, that, three months 
after reaching England, my company was welcomed 
into some of the brightest and best of London society. 
The ball of success was at my foot, and I might have 
kept it rolling until now; but one fatal day, as-I was 
passing through the Strand with a friend, I first feebly 
refused, and then fatally accepted, a glass of wine. That 
evening, to the horror of those who loved me, I re- 
turned to my home drunk. Then commenced the new 
plunge towards perdition. Then friends turned away, 
then recklessness recommenced. For five years my 


life was one long misery. If the stones of London 
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streets could speak, what tales of my woes might they 
not reveal! Some of the incidents of this period of 
my life I am about to relate, not for the purpose of 
exciting maudlin sympathy, but in order to warn others 
from the shoals on which I struck. Would that I pos- 
sessed the powerful pen of De Quincey, who has so 
eraphically chronicled his miseries in stony-hearted 
London. I pretend not to much talent; but if a true 
‘tale of selfinflicted sufferings may interest, and at the 
same time alarm, I can promise matter enough. Deem- 


ing that sketches of some scenes in a not uncheckered 


life may serve to show the horrors of drink,—if in- 


deed such are needed, —TI have painfully determined 
to pen these chapters. They will not be consecutive, 
but as my recollections of certain scenes occur, I shall, 


heedless of system, order, or style, set them down. 
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PASSAGES FROM THE HISTORY 


CHAPTER I. 


ALONE IN LONDON. — THE KNIFE-GRINDER. — A 
FRESH START IN LIFE. 


‘¢ In these long streets 
Of traffic and of noise, the human hearts 
Are hard and loveless as a wreck-strewn coast. 
Eternity doth wear upon her face 
The veil of Time. They only see the veil, 
And thus they know not what they see so near. 
The terror-stricken rain 
Flings itself wildly on the window pane, 
Imploring shelter from the chasing winds. 
Alas! to-night, in this wide waste of streets, 
It beats on human limbs as well as walls.””— A, SMITH 


Tue preceding remarks will have prepared the 
reader for records of destitution and disgrace. Such 
I am now about to narrate. Again let me solemnly 
assure the reader, that no embellishment whatever will 
be used by me; none such is needed; my sketches are 
literally “from the life.” 

I had been “knocking about London,” as the phrase 
is, for months, living from hand to mouth generally, but 
now and then “in luck,’ —that is, by chance employ- 
ment earning a few pounds, which were, however, speed- 
ily expended in taverns and theatres,—when in the 


autumn of 184—,I strolled forth from my shilling-a- 
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night lodging at a coffee house in Covent Garden, 
breakfastless, hungry, and miserable. 

Hlow miserable may be imagined from the fact that 
on the previous evening I had been carried to bed by 
some of my boon companions; but the whole extent 
of such horror as I then experienced can only be ade- 
quately pictured by one acquainted with the intricacies 
of London life. It is calculated that in that great city 
seventy thousand persons rise every morning without 
the means to procure a first meal; and on the occasion 
to which I refer, I was one of that unhappy number. 
Not that I was hungry — far from it. Had the dainties 
of Apicius been heaped before me, I should, with re- 
volting stomach, have turned from them all. Strong 
drinks with me invariably destroyed appetite, excepting 
the raging desire for what, with a horribly vulgar taste, 
has been styled “a hair of the dog that bit you;” in 
plain English, for more liquor. There I stood, shiv- 
ering in the raw air of an autumn morning, with blood- 
shot eyes, quivering nerves, parched tongue, and penni- 
less pockets, despising myself and hating my fellows ; 
in fact,.on the verge of delirium tremens ! 

Well enough did I know the reason of that sickening 
sensation, that feeling of utter prostration which I ex- 
perienced ; that weakness of the knees, and the faintness 


which came over me as I leaned against the window of 
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a bookshop in Holywell Street, after, with difficulty, I 
had reeled a few steps, for I had not during four years 
“walked” the wards of a great London hospital for 
nothing. I fancied every one looked at me as they 
passed by; J appeared to be the sole attraction ; 
and though I knew it was not so,I could not divest 
myself of the notion. Now and then a policeman’s 
experienced eye would flash on me; he knew well 
enough what was the matter, but as I was not disor- 
derly, he took no further notice. By slow degrees, 
after many pauses, to stay the beatings of my heart, I 
at last reached a tavern, and, glad to escape observation, 
I hurried through the bar room, and buried myself in 
the gloom of the dim parlor beyond. 

It was a low, ill-lighted apartment, the floor and table 
of which afforded evidences of the previous night’s po- 
tations ; and the whole place had a foul smell of stale 
drinks and tobacco smoke. Glutinous rings of evapo- 
rated porter on the benches showed where pots of that 
beverage had rested, and battered vessels of pewter on 
the floor gave indications of a brawl. There had been 
a time, and that but a few months before, when I would 
almost as soon have entered Tophet as such a den as 
that; but. now I hailed it as a harbor and a refuge. 

It is one of the penalties of a debauch over night, 


that its victim is tormented next morning with a craving 


PRHR AEH MAURER ME Re ane tastes ert 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 17 


for drink of some kind; and indeed such, in some cases, 
is absolutely necessary —the physical energy being so 
depressed that, unless a fillip to the nervous system in 
the shape of a stimulant is given, serious consequences 
may ensue. I now felt this craving for an adjustment 
of the balance which last night’s excess had disturbed ; 
but how to procure a single drop was the question. As 
I have said, I had no money, and I knew well enough 
that the landlord would not trust. 

There was one occupant of the parlor beside my- 
self 


over a red herring and a pint of beer. How I envied 


a man all filthy and ragged, who sat luxuriating 


him every draught as he lifted the pewter to a mouth 
all bristling with a week’s beard! My staring at him, 
I suppose, attracted his attention to me; for when he 
had finished his fish, and by one long draught had con- 
sumed the beverage, he looked full in my face. 

“Shaky this morning, mister?” said he, interroga- 
tively. 

I nodded. 


“Take a pull at the pewter,’ 


> suggested the man; 


“that'll set a fellow to rights, I know, for I’ve tried it 
often enough when my coppers was hot.” 

“ Well,” said I, with a mock gayety, “I'd cool mine 
fast enough, but I came out without money, and I must 


wait till I go home before I get a drain.” 


; 
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“Umph!” growled the stranger; and he quitted the 
room. 

Before three minutes had elapsed, he returned with a 
foaming tankard of porter, which he set before me, and 
then took his seat opposite, on the other side of the fire. 

“Drink, and don’t be afeard on it. I knows wot ’tis 
well enough to want it after a ‘fly. You’re welkim, 
mate.” 

Mate! The wordjarred. What! had I fallen so low 
as to be addressed as an equal by a street erinder of 
knives? Yes, it was even so; but there was no help 
for it, so I swallowed the familiarity and half the malt 
liquor at the same time; the drink reconciling to deg- 
radation, as indeed drink always will. 

There was something picturesque in my companion : 
his very shabbiness was “effective,” as he sat puffing 
from his short black pipe before the blazing fire, his 
grinding wheel standing idle near him. Now, I had 
been always fond of sketching oddities “from the.life,” 
and happening to have pencil and paper in my pocket, 
I asked the man if, to pass away time, I should draw 
his likeness. He was so pleased at the idea of having 

his “pictur” to send to his “old ?oman,” who lived 
somewhere down in Lancashire, that he at once con: 
sented, and in the height of his gratitude sent for 


another supply of porter. Then he got his wheel into 
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order, and stood by it, as if in the act of grinding an im- 

aginary razor; because, as he observed, “she wouldn’t 

believe it was he, if he wasn’t working the treadles.” 
The drink had steadied my hand, and being naturally 


of elastic spirits, I soon got into working order. By a 


few bold, free touches, I succeeded in making (an easy 


matter enough with so marked a subject) a tolerably 
successful sketch. 

He looked at it with great admiration, placed it before 
him in all sorts of positions, and greatly praised the 
grinding machine, which, even more than the portrait 
itself, was evidently in his opinion a masterpiece of art. 
Then he took it out into the bar, with an air of mys- 
tery showed it to the landlord, and asked him if he 
“knew any chap like as that.” 


b 


“Well, if that ain’t a stunner, old feller,’ remarked 
the burly innkeeper, as he held the sketch at arms’ 
length. “I say, missis, come and look at Bill’s pictur.” 

The overdressed landlady emerged from the bar 
parlor, and was delighted; then came the waiters, then 
the maid servant, then some customers who dropped in ; 
and I am vain enough to state that I felt not a little 
proud of their praises, as I sat behind a little broken 
window pane, through which I quietly surveyed the 
scene. 


“ Who drawed it?” asked the landlord. 
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The knife grinder pointed to the room where I sat, 
and replied, “A chap in there—he’s some swell, out of 
luck, I fancy,” he added, in a low tone. 

Presently the landlord came into the parlor, accom- 
panied by old Bill. He looked hard at me, and then 
inquired, pointing to the sketch, — 

“This your trade, mister?” 

“Not exactly; I only do it for amusement.” I felt 
ashamed to be thought a pothouse artist. 

“ Well,” he went on, “if you could do as good a one 
of my missis as that, I shouldn’t mind a glass of brandy 
and water.” 

I accepted the offer, and the sketch was soon made. 
By this time the morning customers began to drop in, 
and my drawings made a hit. I saw that, and resolved 
to profit by it. The result was, that I made half a 
sovereign in the course of the morning, and began to 
think that I was growing rich apace. But “light come, 
light go,” was exemplified in my experience; for the 
money I earned was speedily transferred to the land- 
lord’s till, and that evening I was penniless once more. 

Before the house closed for the night, however, I had 
bargained with the landlord for a sleeping room, in that 
part of his house which poverty and poetry have com- 
bined to make famous. Its situation the reader will 


easily understand. For this “sky parlor” I was to pay 
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by sketching pictures of some beautiful dogs, and of a 


favorite horse of his. He was also a great admirer of 


prize fighters, many of whom frequented his house; and 


to this day there hang in gold frames, in the parlor of 


the “ 


Arms,” sundry portraits of illustrious bruis- 


ers, who did me the honor of ‘standing to me, in fighting 


costume, for their likenesses. 


I was one day sitting gloomily in the parlor, — for I 


had grown tired of this sort of life, 


genteel, young-looking fellow entered. 


when a shabby- 


He was intro- 


duced to me by the landlord, who informed me that he 


was, like myself, “a artist.” 


“ Dear me,” said I, modestly, “I don’t pretend to be 


| an artist, that is, a professional one; I am nothing but 


an amateur, and nothing great, either.” 


“Yes, but you’ve the true artist touch,” said the 


shabby-genteel man, gazing at a portrait of Jemmy 


| Massey, the “pet of somewhere;” “JZ can tell that. 


| But talent can do nothing in London; there’s a glut of 


it here; the country is the place for you.” 


| He then said that he was going to take a pedestrian 


tour in Kent, sketching likenesses at taverns, and farm 


houses, and gentlemen’s seats, as he went, and asked 


me if I would go partners with him. 


walking the high road, and of once more seeing green 


I agreed, for I was sick of London, and the idea of 


Sagasiaos 


Sores 
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fields, was enchanting. The landlord owed me a few 
shillings, and by parting with some sketches to a print- 
seller in Longacre, I raised about a sovereign. My 
companion also got some assistance from an uncle of 
his, and we started down the Mile End Road on our 
way-to Romford, in Essex. 

On some future occasion I may describe my wander- 
ings in detail; for the present it is enough to say that, 
as my companion was one of those who are “nobody’s 
enemies but their own,” and as I was too much like 
him, although we got plenty to do, we never could save 
money. ‘The consequence was, that after many a week’s 
misery and privation, such as I pray God I may never 
again experience, I parted from my friend, and resolved 
to return to London. 

But how? The winter had set in: for days and 
days it had rained incessantly, and the country people 
generally were so boorish that they scarcely knew what 
a “likeness” meant. Besides, they were miserably poor, 
and so it was quite useless to push our business just 
then. How was I to get back to London, which, spite 
of the sufferings I had undergone there, had for me, and 
ever will have, a charm ? 


When I parted from G 


» IT had not a penny in 
the world, nor had he, or he would have made me share 


it; and there I stood, leaning against the door of a 
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public house in the little town of B ee, sheltering 
myself from the “driving, dashing rain” as well as I 
could, and gloomily pondering on the future. 

It was Friday morning: fifty-three long miles lay 
between me and the metropolis, and there I wished to 
get by Saturday night. In London, a wet Sunday is 
endurable; in the country, I had experienced it to be 
miserable indeed. 

As I strolled through the streets, I had seen a placard 


would exhibit his feats 


announcing that Signor ah 


of magic to the people of B ee, on that very eyen- 
ing. An idea struck me. I had many months before 
done this man some little favors, by praising him in a 
newspaper with which I was connected. Had he for- 
gotten it? If not, perhaps he would requite the obliga- 
tion now. I sought and found him at the White Hart 
Hotel. 

He was showily dressed: a great, staring, gaudy- 
patterned vest was covered with a network of gold 
chains, and his fingers glistened with rings. Success 
had evidently attended his efforts. At first he did not 
know me; but when I mentioned my name, he cordially 
shook my hand, and took me into his room. 

“The very man I wanted to see,” he said. “Those 
of yours did me a world of good. » ’m now 


going through all Kent and Sussex, and want a little 
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puffing. Can you write me a dozen ‘crack’ notices, in 
rhyme, if possible? and I'll pay what you charge.” 

How my heart leaped! My pen was soon~at work ; 
and five shillings in pocket, I grasped a stout ash stick, 
and started for London. 

But I could only travel slowly. The rain had ceased, 
yet the roads were heavy with clogging mud. At the 
end of fifteen miles I gave out, tired and hungry, and 
supped ravenously at a roadside alehouse off eges and 
bacon. The remainder of my journey I need not detail. 
Suffice it to say, that weary, footsore, wet, and again 
penniless, — for I had spent my last threepence at Ilford 
for refreshments, —I entered the world of London as 
the bells from hundreds of steeples and church towers 
were striking ten at night. 

The first thing to do was to seek a refuge from the 
storm, for it now rained in torrents. By selling a waist- 
coat—I had two—TI raised sixpence, with which I 
made my way to Drury Lane; for in that neighborhood 
I knew there were plenty of cheap lodging houses. I 
had never entered one of these receptacles of human 
wretchedness ; but necessity now compelled me; and I 
determined to seek out one where I might remain until 
Monday, at least. My experiences there shall be 
recorded in a future chapter. 


4 
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CHAPTER MII. 


THE PURSUIT OF A LODGING UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 
— A LONDON GIN PALACE, WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 
— THE LITERARY CLUB.—A MIDNIGHT RIDE. 


*¢ Ah, language strives in vain to paint the horrors of that ride — 
Two demons at my head and feet, and two on either side ; 
On me they leered with savage glee, and mocked me, every one, 
| And round and round about me went — O, how my senses spun ! 
My temples throbbed as they would burst ; and through my throbbing brain 
The boiling blood rushed furiously, with sound of hurricane. 


How long I lay I may not say ; at length, I saw a form 

Beside me, and upon his brow there seemed a gathering storm. 

* What fearful place of torment’s this?’ in wild despair I cried ; 

‘ And who art thou, thou evil one, who standest by my side? 

‘What spectre art thou?? ‘Come,’ said he, ‘young feller, hold your peace ; 
You’re on the stretcher now, and I’m the ’spector of police.’ ?? — Anon. 


Tue laudations of solitude which were pronounced 


in the sickly sentimentalisms of Zimmerman, and 


which have been echoed almost ever since by milk- 
| and-water scribblers of verse and prose, are all very 
well on hot-pressed paper, and when elegantly bound ; 
but I should like to see the man or woman who, 


| 
| alone and friendless, at dark midnight, in the streets 
| of London, when the chill, unintermitting rain plashes 


on the greasy pavement, or descends in whirling eddies 
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from gutters and sloping roofs,—I say I should like 
to see that individual who would chant its pleasures 
or its “ praises.” 

Assuredly I was by no means inclined so to do as I 
turned from the Strand, and, passing through Wych 
Street, entered Drury Lane. Travel-soiled and shab- 
bily attired, I slunk along, fearing to meet with some 
one who knew me among the crowds who were now 
hurrying from Drury Lane and other theatres in that 
locality. In one hand, which was thrust into the 
depth of my trousers pocket, I clutched, as with a 
miser’s fingers, my last sixpence — that sole remaining, 
now inestimable treasure, which was to procure me 
lodging and food during the next twenty-four hours. 
Never before had I so vividly experienced the value 
of money. 

Partly to escape the still-increasing crowd, and to 
hold a consultation with myself as to the best mode 
of making my sixpence go as far as possible, — to hold, 
in effect, a private committee meeting on the “ ways 
and means” department of my limited exchequer, — 
I withdrew into the entrance of a dark passage. Fin- 
gering the coin, I began to debate the question whether 
it should be expended on rest or food. I needed both, 
for my limbs ached, and I felt faint from hunger. 


How difficult seemed the question to decide! The 
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price of a bed for the night would be fourpence, then 
twopence would remain for nutriment; and how much 
can be purchased for that petty sum in London only 
poverty-stricken people know. Opposite me was a 
baker’s shop, which I eyed wistfully, and at length 
almost made up my mind to invest twopence in bread ; 
but I remembered that it would be dry eating, and I 
hesitated. A pint of porter, I thought, would be 
“victuals and drink too;” but then how should I fare 
on the morrow, when all the shops would be shut, 
and the newspaper offices, at which possibly I might 
succeed in earning a sovereign, be vacant ? 

Thus was I hesitating, when a sudden light illumi- 
nated the dark alley in which I was standing. It pro- 
ceeded from the bull’s eye of a lantern, which, while 
it perfectly displayed my face and figure, left its bearer 
in gloom. After it had glared on me a moment, a 
gruff voice exclaimed, — 

“Here, young feller, come out o’ this; wot be arter 
here?” 

By the light of the gas lamps outside, I saw that 
my questioner was a burly policeman, on whose whis- 
kers, which half covered the lower part of his face, 
drops of rain glistened, causing his mouth to resemble 
a damp bird’s nest. Conscious that my only offence 


was poverty, I did not shrink from his scrutiny, but, 
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irritated by his interference, returned his glance of 
inquisitiveness with one of fierce scorn. 

That was of very little use. I might as well have 
defied the Monument. <A stern “Move on” was all 
the notice he took of my frown. Then, as I strolled 
gloomily along, recommenced the consideration of what 
was to be done with the sixpence. Some one, I forget 


who, has written, — 
‘The woman who deliberates is lost.” 


It might have been added, the man too; for my inde- 
cision, if not attended with fatal consequences, was 
productive of utter bankruptcy. My failure, indeed, 
was only for a small amount; but the disaster could 
not have been more complete had I been as rich as 
Rothschild ; I sacrificed my all, and a millionnaire could 
lose no more. 

Just after I quitted the policeman, the glare and 
glitter of one of the great London gin palaces attracted 
my notice. A huge, stucco-fronted building, with bal- 
conies, pillars, pilasters, cornices, and balustrades, with 
a brilliantly-illuminated clock on its summit, and a 
monstrous lamp over its ever-swinging doors, it tow- 
ered above the neighboring dwellings, which in gloom 
and filth huddled around it. It was all ablaze with 


light. Immense chandeliers of cut glass hung from 
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the painted ceiling, and along the front was displayed 
in letters formed by jets of gas the name of the house. 


Though bright and dazzling 


2, it presented itself 


‘‘No Pharos to the wanderer’s eye ;” 


for the rays which gleam from the ocean lighthouse 
warn from danger, whereas those which shone from 
this source allured to it. As I stood by the door hes- 
itatingly, for I was cold and.faint, the plate-glass doors 
swung aside, and I caught sight of the interior. Six- 
pence would at least procure some temporary obliv- 
ion, or an hour’s excitement. The temptation was 
too much; and, in a spirit of utter recklessness, I 
rushed in. 

Of all the hideous sights which the great metropolis 
of England affords to the eye of an observer, not one 
can be more fearful than that presented by the interior 
of a great gin palace in a poor neighborhood, especially 
on a Saturday night. Accompany me, reader, in im- 
agination, into this particular “temple” of Satan, whose 
exterior I have endeavored to sketch, and let us survey 
the fearful spectacle. 

Entering, as we do, suddenly, from the gloom of the 
street, our eyes are at first almost dazzled by the blaze 
of countless lights reflected from mirrors of lustrous 


plate glass, mounted in richly-carved frames. The 
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counter is adorned, in front, with massive pillars of the 
finest mahogany, and covered with polished metal. On 
a tastefully constructed arch is arranged a number of 
glittering silver-plated taps, which communicate with 
gorgeously-adorned casks of various kinds of spirit. On 
another part of the counter is the splendidly constructed 
beer engine, whose pipes terminate in butts of malt 
liquor, arranged in order -in the vaults below. Ah, 
these vaults! Who shall tell of the infernal doings 
there? Vaults of death may they indeed be called; 
for within their carefully-guarded precincts, the publi- 
can mixes with his liquors the ingredients which shall 
diminish their cost to him, and prove poisonous to his 


wretched customers above. There, with “Tur L1- 


CENSED VICTUALLER’sS GUIDE” in hand, —a book which 
contains receipts for making wines of every kind with- 
out the aid of one single drop of grape juice, and which 
can only (save by deep cunning) be purchased by pub- 
licans, — he converts one hogshead of porter into two, 
by the addition of liquorice to sweeten, bullock’s blood 
to give it body, copperas or green vitriol to adorn it with 
a fine frothy head, and cocculus indicus to increase its 
intoxicating power and to simulate strength. There he 
pursues his pernicious trade, and poisons without the 
fear of the gallows before his eyes! 


Gorgeous is the mirror-covered partition behind the 
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counter. On shelves supported by splendidly-carved 
and gilded brackets stand rows of highly-ornamented 
bottles, containing cordials whose very names are fra- 
grant. A door, with mahogany sashes, and cut-glass 
panes, half open, allows a glimpse of the bar parlor — 
the sanctum sanctorum of the landlord and landlady, 
the latter of whom, a red-faced, corpulent, grandly- 
dressed woman, with a staring-patterned dress, a tur- 
ban like a bouquet of artificial flowers, and no end of 
gold chains over her ample bust, may be observed 
“counting out the money,” like the king in the child’s 
story book, and quite as regal looking as that apocry- 
phal personage. 

These London landlords are keen fellows; and so it 
is a common custom of theirs to employ the prettiest and 
most daintily-dressed females to purvey their poison. 
How sweetly that black-eyed girl in the blue mousseline 
de laine smiles as she hands a glass of liquor to the dis- 
sipated-looking young “man about town,” who lounges 
over the bar, uttering slang and indelicate double en- 
tendres! How she simpers at his compliments, and then 
scornfully draws a pint of humble porter for the ragged 
crossing sweeper who has just crept in to “wet his 
whistle!” Next Sunday the “swell” and the bar maid 
will go on a trip together to Greenwich or Richmond, 


at the expense of the former, and twelve months hence 
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the latter will perhaps be seen in a ragged shawl and 
gown, perambulating Oxford Street at midnight. Most 
probably her companion will be on his way to a penal 
colony. There is nothing improbable in this —such 
things happen every day in London. 

Not an inch of space is wasted. Along the wall in 
front of the bar counter stands a row of gigantic casks, 
gaudily painted, and labelled with seductive names. In 
variegated letters, “Cream of the Valley” is recom- 
mended to pocket and palate, the said “cream” being a 
compound of alcohol, sugar, turpentine, and water, with 
a little juniper oil to flavor it. Well named is it “of 
the Valley,” said valley being that of the “Shadow of 
Death”! On another, “Old Tom” puts in his claims to 
consideration; and “ Sparkling Ales” dazzle thirsty 
beholders. “Barclay & Perkins’s,” “Meux & Co’s.,” or 
“Buxton’s Entire,” are recommended in all the glory 
of gold and varnish; and “Double Stout” asserts its 
claim to be the monarch of malt liquors. But let us 
turn from the commodities to their consumers. 

In glancing over the pages of a newspaper, a few 
days since, I met with the following graphic descrip- 
tion of the interior of a London gin palace’ on just 
such a rainy evening as the one I have been alluding 
to. The writer says, — 


“There the homeless, houseless miserables of both 


i See si bao RRS pata aS TRE aap iisieaiy meafiaanteidbets 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 33 


sexes, whether they have money or not, resort in num- 
bers for a temporary shelter—aged women selling 
ballads and matches, cripples, little beggar boys and 
girls, slavering idiots, pie men, sandwich men, apple 
and orange women, shellfish mongers, huddled pell- 
mell, in draggle-tailed confusion. Néver can human 
nature, one would imagine, take a more abject posture 
than is exhibited here. There is a character and indi- 
viduality, a family likeness, common to the whole race 
of sots: the pale, clayey, flaccid, clammy face, pinched 
in every feature, the weeping, ferret-like, lack-lustre 
eye, the unkempt hair, the slattern shawl, the untidy 
dress, the slipshod gait, too well betray the confirmed 
drunkard. The noises, too, of the assembled topers 
are hideous, appalling even when heard in an atmos- 
phere of gin —2imprecations, execrations, objurgations, 
supplications, till at length the patience of the grog 
seller, and the last copper of his customers, are ex- 
hausted, when, rushing from behind his counter, as- 
sisted by his shopmen, he expels, by, force and arms, 
the dilatory mob, dragging out by the heels or collars 
the dead drunkards, to nestle as best they may outside 
the inhospitablesdoor. Here, unobserved, may you 
contemplate the infinite varieties of men self-metamor- 
phosed into beasts —soaker, tippler, toper, muddler, 


dram-drinker, beer-swiller, cordial-tippler, sot. Here 
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you may behold the barefoot child, hungry, naked, 
clay-faced, handing up on tiptoe that infernal bottle 
which makes it and keeps it what it is, and with 
which, when filled, it creeps home to its brutal father 
or infamous mother, the messenger of its own misery. 
Here the steady, respectable sot, the good customer, 
slides in, and flings down his throat the frequent 
dram; then, with an emphatic ‘Ha!’ of gratification, 
drops his money, nods to his friend the landlord, and, 
for a short interval, disappears.” 

This sketch is so accurate that I need not add to it 
one single “touch.” Fancy, then, reader, that among 
such a motley multitude I lingered, sixpence in hand, 
waiting to be served with a supply of. that fancied 
panacea for misfortune and misery — qin! 

There stood my whole fortune before me in a liquid 
shape; for I had boldly ordered a quartern of the 
best. “As well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb,” I 
thought, mentally quoting an old and very convenient 
adage. Then, again, I repeated to myself the consol- 


atory couplet which tells us that 


«This truth of old was Sorrow’s friend — 
Times at the worst will soonest mend ly 


and, feeling that I could not well be worse off, I relied 


on a lucky turn of the wheel, forgetful of the fact 
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that the writer of the rhymes I have quoted, when 
he sunk to Azs worst, committed suicide in a Holborn 
garret, and, spite of his prodigious genius, afterwards 
lauded by Coleridge, Wordsworth, and Southey, was 
huddled into a pauper’s grave, which yawned at mid- 
night to receive all that was mortal of “the sleepless 
soul that perished in its pride.” 

The drink disposed of, and its stimulating, effects 
partly dissipated, then recurred with tenfold force 
the question of how I should pass the night. Had 
it been fine overhead, I should, without a moment’s 
hesitation, have decided to perambulate the streets. 
Often had I done so for the purposes of curiosity, for 
I always felt a strange pleasure in wandering alone 
through the streets of a great city when the thorough- 
fares were deserted; but it is a very different matter 
doing a thing from choice from what it is to do it of 
necessity. This plan of passing the night was there- 
fore out of the question. At last, a bright thought 
struck me. 

There was, and still is, in the neighborhood of Som- 
erset House, a tavern which is frequented on Satur- 
day nights by various persons, who, during the week, 
are employed on cheap newspapers and periodicals. 
For this class of persons it was a regular house of 


eall. There the author met the artist who was to 
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make a design for the next number; there the propri- 
etor of the “Adventures” of some romantic rascal 
doled out to his scribbling hacks his miserable pay ; 
and there some of the most brilliant talkers of the day 
sat in a private parlor to discuss politics and potations. 
I knew many of these people; and, in the forlorn hope 
that I might meet with “luck,” I started thither. The 
place was crowded, and I soon found myself among 
some old acquaintance. 

The drink went freely round, and no one was more 
welcome than myself to as much as I could take. But 
prodigal as my friends were of this, I knew that an 
application for the loan of five shillings would put an 
end to their pleasantry. I might have swam in liquor, 
had I been so minded, and I now bitterly repented the 
parting with my sixpence; but it was too late, and I made 
up my mind for a refuge under one of the dark arches 
in the Adelphi, after the house should have closed. 

“ Hilloa! old fellow! Why, where did you spring 
from?” said a mufiled voice, and a heavy hand was 
laid on my shoulder. I turned hastily, and beheld a 
seedy-looking individual, in whose pale, intellectual face 
even habitual intoxication had not as yet quenched the 
divine spark. 

I had known that young man — he was scarcely-three 


and twenty — for some time. When I first made his 
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acquaintance, he was sub-editor of a principal London 


morning paper —a position for which his fine talents 
well qualified him. As a graduate of Oxford Uni- 
versity, he had greatly distinguished himself, and for 
brilliant acquirements, as well as for great natural abili- 
ties, I have seldom known his equal. But the perilous 
situation he held proved his ruin. Once — twice — he 
was discharged; but so useful was he, that as often the 
proprietors of the journal reinstated him. At last, a 
serious drunken blunder hardened his employers’ hearts, 
and from the powerful writer in an influential journal, 
he sank to the position of a hack writer of the pub- 
lishers of Holywell Street, the emporium of “cheap 
literature.” 


Cowper says that 


‘Misery still delights to trace 


Its semblance in another’s case.”’ 


I know not how this may be in general, but I felt a 
certain sort of pleasure in thus falling in with one almost 
as forlorn as myself; and it seemed the delight was 
mutual, for he dragged me, nolens volens, into a parlor 
close at hand, where our appearance was hailed with 
a shout. 

“Talk of the devil, and his horns are sure to ap- 


pear,” laughingly observed a cadaverous, hard-featured 
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looking man, who had a deep mahogany-colored glass 
of brandy and water before him, and a long pipe in his 
mouth. 

Ife was the publisher and proprietor of several cheap 
serials, by which he had made a considerable sum of 
money; but of all the mean, niggardly wretches that 
ever crawled, he was, I think, the most contemptible. 

After a time he beckoned me to a seat by his side, 
and pushed his glass towards me. I declined, however, 
to drink, for well I knew that his proffered civility was 
not without an object. The fellow had cheated me in 
one transaction, and I did not feel inclined to have any 
further connection with him, poor as I was. 

He made some proposals to me in a whisper, but I 
declined. At length, irritated, I petulantly exclaimed, 
loud enough to be heard, — 

“Tt’s useless. I say your price don’t suit, and I won’t 
write a line for you. Id starve first.” 

“And that you seem likely to do,” said the fellow, 
eying me. 

“Wouldn’t you do his epitaph?” exclaimed my friend, 
the ex sub-editor. 

I was half mad with anger, vexation, and drink, and 
swore that nothing on earth would afford me greater 
pleasure. 


“ Let’s have it, then,” cried several of the company ; 
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and with savage glee I dashed off the following, which 


I flung over to B , who read it aloud amidst roars 
of laughter, for their subject was any thing but popular 


among the members of his craft : — 


Reader, beneath these churchyard stones 
Lie Mr. W——’s flesh and bones; 

Who published, for the sake of pelf, 
Lives of great rascals, like himself. 
Authors, rejoice; for unto you 

He'll never more apply the “screw;” 
But think, when he who robbed you here 
Shall at the judgment-seat appear, 

That Satan will exclaim with glee, 

“ My faithful servant, come with me.” 


Judging from the plaudits showered upon this pre- 
cious production, I. had gained a victory; but I had 
made an enemy —a very ridiculous thing to do, for we 
are sure of having enough of such, as we travel along 
life’s road. However, I thought not of that just then; 
I hope I am wiser now. 

The other persons present now became clamorous for 
their own epitaphs, which, being in a rollicking humor, 
I rapidly furnished, lampooning each man’s faults or 
follies without mercy. It was amusing to observe how 
delighted they all were to see their neighbors’ foibles 


exposed, and how thin-skinned they became when their 
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own were touched upon. However, I cared not who 
were pleased or otherwise, and kept rattling on without 
mercy. | 

“You seem to have a ready pen,” remarked a person 
who, save by name, was a stranger to me. “Now I 
want a thing done, and I fancy you are the man to 
do it.” 

I nodded, and asked for particulars. They were 
soon given, and terms agreed upon. It seemed that 
S 


up a Comic Almanac for the ensuing year. It was not 


was also a cheap publisher, and wished to get 


much to my taste to write cheap fun, but I had no 
alternative; and when he gave me half a sovereign as 
earnest money, I would, had he desired it, have under- 
taken to pen any thing, from an essay on the differential 
calculus to a panegyric on piety. 

I never hear a man say that he despises money 
without at once setting him down for either a fool or a 
hypocrite. Let us talk of it as the root of all evil if we 
choose, but we do not in our inmost souls: believe it to 
be so. What a magic change the touch of that small 
golden ten shilling piece wrought in my feelings! Two 
hours ago I seemed the most miserable being alive; and 
now I trod on air. Twice or thrice I gazed on the 
auriferous reality before I fully comprehended my good 


fortune; and then came the desire to enjoy that which 
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it had the. power to procure. Flushed and excited, I 
hurried back to the company of my friend, the ex-editor 
and his companions; for of course I could do no less 
than treat those who had been liberal to me. I have 
but a confused recollection of what afterwards occurred: 
three scenes, however, gleam out indistinctly from the 
background of memory, the one blended with the other, 
like dissolving views. 

“ Another bottle, landlord! No, hang wine! bring 
‘olasses round,’ and ‘stiff ones, ” says a remarkably 
tipsy gentleman whom we have installed in the chair, 
and who enforces his authority by vigorous thumps on 
the table, that make the glasses ring again. 

Before my eyes now appear I know not how many 
lights, and the tumblers of grog are multiplied amaz- 
ingly. At the request of the chairman, I become vo- 
cal, and attempt to “promote the harmony.” When 
thoroughly myself, singing is the last thing I should 
think of attempting; but I am equal to any thing now, 
and I extemporize a song, tagging a rhyme tothe name 

f each person present at the end of every stanza. I 
believe I rattled on to the tune of the “Old English 
Gentleman;” but it might have been sung, and no 
doubt was, “with variations.” Be that as it may, 


every personality was received with applause, and I 
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was in the seventh heaven of tipsy vanity. Since then 
I have been told that I howled like an idiot. I have 
no doubt of it; though, had such been hinted at the 
time, I should have felt indignant, of course. 

Other persons sing; fresh glasses are emptied; the 
Jandlord enters, and intimates that it is past shutting- 
up time. The police, he says, will interfere if we 
make so much noise.’ We all consign the police to 
perdition, and prevail on the landlord to bring us in 
“night caps.” They come in the shape of tumblers 
of punch. 

The room feels oppressive. I can no longer see 
the picture on the wall opposite, or rather I see a 
kaleidoscopic copy of it; all its gaudy colors shifting 
and changing in the most remarkable and inexplicable 
manner. For the every-day affairs of the world— 
the landlord included —I entertain the most sublime 
contempt, and join my friends in the defiant chorus 
of “We won’t go home till morning;” a very unneces- 
sary assertion, seeing that it is exactly half past two 
o'clock, A. M. 

I have a dim perception of being pushed, with others, 
out of the parlor, and of feeling the chill night air as 
the door of the tavern slams behind me. Legs, in the 
useful and legitimate sense, I had none. Somebody 


seemed to be converting my arms into pump handles, 


{ 
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and something like “G-goo’ night ol fellow —all 
r-right!” buzzed in my ears. JI remember no more. 

Well, this 7s strange! Is it a dream or reality? I 
am lying on my back, feeling much as I suppose Gulli- 
ver did when the Liliputians fastened him to the earth 
by thousands of cords. Right over my head, the full, 
round moon is shining; dark, heavy clouds now and 
then sweeping swiftly across her disk; and the wind is 
howling and shrieking dismally among the chimneys. 
I try to move, but cannot. Certainly I must have died 
last night, and they are burying me; for tramp! tramp! 
tramp! sound the feet of men who are~bearing me 
along. I can see their hats on either side of my head 
and feet, which are nearly on a level with the tops of 
the shop doors. I attempt to sit up and see who they 
are in vain. My head is sore, and I feel something 
trickling down my cheek. I try to raise my hands to 
remove something from my eyes, for their lids seem 
glued together; but I cannot use them, for they are 
confined as if by bonds of steel. Still we go on; 
tramp! tramp! tramp! the men’s measured footfalls 
echoing drearily through the deserted streets. A burn- 
ing thirst assails me; my eyeballs are bursting; my 
every limb is on the rack. With a heavy groan, I sink 


once more into unconsciousness ! 
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The gray, leaden light of morning is slowly stealing 
through a window barred with iron stanchions, and 
revealing four walls, bare and grim. A low, inclined 
plane of wood stands against one of the walls; and on 
the hard stone floor lies what I at first take for a sort 
of bier; but as the light increases I see that it is fur- 
nished with straps and buckles, and a hard, rude pillow, 
which now is all stained with blood. I shudder, and 
forcibly close my eyes; but pain compels me to reopen 
them, and I discover that my temples are bandaged 
and plastered, and my face all stiff with clotted gore. 
My hands are free; but the marks of some instrument 
remain on my wrists. Confused and wretched, I turn 
with difficulty on my hard couch, and doze. How 
long I sleep, or dream,—for it is not sleep, — I 
know not; but I am awakened by a hand placed un- 
der my shoulder. I look up, and a surly face meets 
mine. 

“How dye feel now?” asks a rough, yet not an 
unkind voice. 

“What is the matter? Where am I?” I inquire. 

“Keep quiet, and you'll be all right by and by; lie 
down, and T’ll come again soon,” was the answer. 

“Water! water! water! and, for mercy’s sake, a 
little brandy! for I feel as if dying,” I moaned, pit- 


eously. 
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The man handed me a jug of water. I again asked 
for brandy. 

“ Not a drop,” said the fellow; and I was again left 
alone. 

In about an hour came another, and a superior- 
looking personage. He gazed at me long and anx- 
lously, and then, addressing me, said, — 

“You had a near chance of it. How do you feel?” 


“Horribly ; but where am I?” 


“You were found, last night, lying in E Street, 
bleeding and insensible. We took you on the stretcher 
to King’s College Hospital, and got your face dressed ; 
but you tore off the bandages like a madman; so we 
had to put on the handcuffs. You’d have beat your- 
self to death if we hadn’t.” 

I shut my eyes, and groaned; then, knowing that I 
had had some letters and papers of a private nature 
in my possession, I asked about them. 

“They’re taken care of, and what money we found 
on you as well; but there wasn’t much of that— only 
two shillings,” he replied; and he added, “ You’re in 
the 


Street Station House now, and will have to 
go before a magistrate at ten o’clock to-morrow.” 
“For what?” I asked indignantly. 
“For being drunk and incapable of taking care of 


4 
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yourself. You wasn’t disorderly, though, and a fine of 


five shillings will be all. Ill have your case called on 
first, and no one shall know it, for I see you ain’t used 
to this sort of thing; but don’t bother yourself; we’ve 
had members of Parliament here before now.” 

So’it had come to this! J turned once more on 
my uneasy bed, and, knowing the worst, fell soundly 


asleep. 
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CHAPTER It: 


SICKNESS AND REPENTANCE.—THE SUICIDES. 


“‘ The sun is high o’er moor and hill ; 

Glad children shout in merry play ; 

But in the beehive chair there still 
Repentingly sits Reuben Gray ; 

And near him is there one whose eye 

Is dim with unshed agony — 

Who blames not, but in spirit feels 

The anxious woe no word reveals.”’ 


Wuen I again awoke, the bells from scores of 
towers were pealing forth their harmonious invitations 
to church. How their tones jarred upon my over- 
excited brain, in which they called up some now ter- 
rible associations of “long ago” — of times that seemed 
long forgotten ! 

Long forgotten, did I say? Let me recall, the 
words. There is no such thing as forgetting; and 
there are pains as well as “pleasures” of memory, 
such as Samuel Rogers sings about. Years and years 
may have elapsed since some trifling occurrence, and 
it would seem to have floated down oblivion’s river ; 
but, lo, a casual word, or a chance look, or a pass- 
ing odor, will vividly, and as by a charm, recall it. 


Heaped upon memory’s shelves lie innumerable records 
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of the past. Vainly do we sometimes seek for one 
ot them, as among long-neglected libraries we hunt 
for some wished-for book of old times; but suddenly, 
and when least expected, the dust of years blows off, 
and, in all its freshness, the past again appears before 
us. There are those who believe that, in the future 
state, memory will constitute one of the chief curses 
of the lost, the “son, remember,” of the parable, 
ringing forever in their doomed ears. Be that as it 
may or may not in the remote world, certain is it 
that here the knell of hope is too often but an awaken- 
ing peal of sad memory. 

And how these “Sabbath chimes,” on that dismal 
morning, brought to mind old scenes and familiar faces! 
The reader may imagine what my recollections must 
have been under such circumstances, for I shall not 
attempt to describe them. Enough to say that the 
only gleam of comfort which visited me in that miser- 
able place was the certainty that no one who could 
be pained by such knowledge was aware of my in- 
habiting it. 

“The doctor will be here to see you presently,” 
said a sergeant of police, who came in whilst I was 
ruminating on the best way of getting my freedom; 
“so you'd better come out and wash the blood off 


? 


your face;” and he conducted me to a room where 


warm water and sponges were provided. 
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The fomenting greatly refreshed me; but when it 
was over, and I looked in the glass, I was horrified. 
My eyes were discolored; a severe cut, or, rather, { 
gash, extended over the right temple; and there were 
sundry contusions and abrasions which by no means 
added to my personal attractions. Add to this that 
every limb seemed to have been dislocated, and some 
idea may be formed of my sensations. 
Presently the police surgeon arrived, and I told 


him how it happened that I became his patient. As 


I unconsciously made use of some technical phrases, 
he soon became aware that I was a brother medico; 
that was at once a passport to his consideration. 
“Now,” said he, after I had concluded my account, 
“you wouldn’t like yourself to be seen out of doors 
to-day ; so keep quiet until the afternoon. It’s dark 
at four o’clock; and at that time Tl get you bailed 
out. You can then get a lodging somewhere for to- 
night, go before the magistrate quietly to-morrow 
morning, pay the fine, and then keep steady; if you 
don’t, you'll pop off the hooks as sure as my name 
9) 
| I knew that well enough. If I had a cast-iron 
constitution, I could not long go on at such a “fast” 
rate. Late hours, dissipation, and night work on 


a newspaper had, as it were, lighted the candle at 
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both ends; if not looked to, it inevitably would soon 
burn out. 

The surgeon procured for me some little ameliora- 
tion of my condition ; for I was suffered to remain in a 


private room, instead of returning to the common cell. 


Some meals were provided for me; but appetite had 
departed, and only a craving for brandy remained. 
To get this was out of the question; so in suffering 
and silence dragged on the Jong, gloomy day. 

At length, four o’clock came, and with it my libera- 
tion; for, as the good surgeon had promised, he him- 
self went bail for my appearance next morning. 

The streets, when I emerged from the Station House, 
were dull and silent. A yellowish fog hung over all 
objects, and through it the gas lamps struggled with 
a faint and sickly light. The rain had ceased; but 
the footwalks were greasy and sloppy, and a more 
dismal prospect altogether never met my view. Now 
and then a funeral procession passed me, for it was 
Just the time when the London poor usually buried 
their dead ; and the dull, deep tolling of the sepulchral 
bell added to the melancholy of the hour. 

Just as I was turning out of Drury Lane into 
Oxford Street, I overtook one of these dismal proces- 
sions, in whose train was an unusual number of per- 


sons. It seemed as though every miserable house in 
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the neighborhood had sent forth its swarms of wretched 
people to follow the coffin, which was being borne to 
its narrow receptacle. A vague feeling of curiosity 
induced me to mingle with the mob, that increased every 
moment, and which, by the time it had reached the 
churchyard, amounted to thousands. 

“Poor soul!” exclaimed a woman near me — “ her 
misery is over;” and she added, with a wild oath, it 
hope fe’ll swing for it!” 

I ventured to ask her, who the gentleman might be 
that was so fortunate as to possess her good wishes. 

“Jemmy Donovan, down in Short’s Gardens; that’s 
his wife in yonder coffin; he killed her by throwing her 
out of the window in one of his drunken sprees.” 

“Donovan, the well-known prize fighter?” I ex- 
claimed; for the name was familiar enough to me. 
Indeed, he was one of the gentlemen who had, as I 
have before intimated in these memoirs, sat to me for 


Arms. 


his portrait in the parlor of the 

“That's him—the wretch!” and her execrations 
were echoed by a troop of women who surrounded her. 

“ Clear the way,” growled a policeman, as he opened 
a passage in the crowd for the clergyman and clerk, 
who now advanced to the head of the coffin. The 
bearers then lifted the latter, and the tones of the 


minister alone were heard. 
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The burial service was soon hurried through; the 
clergyman being evidently anxious to get home to his 
mutton and old port; the snuffling clerk being no less 
desirous to repair to the next tavern, and discuss his 
gin and water. The last words died away, and with 
indecent haste the gravedigger flung in the heavy 
clods on the coffin. As this was done, a wild howl rose 
from the Irish mourners, and then all hurried from the 
dismal city Golgotha. 

Sick at heart, I too quitted the spot, and a profound 
melancholy stole over my spirit, as, scarcely sobered 
myself, 1 mused upon this terrible example of the effects 
of intemperance. What the woman had told me was 
true enough. A murder had been committed, and at 
that moment the miserable husband was awaiting his 
trial in Newgate. By way of episode, let me chronicle 
the result of this tragedy of real life—and that it zs 
real, the records of the Old Bailey testify. 

Justice, in the metropolis of England, follows swiftly 
on the heels of crime. Three weeks after the funeral 
scene I have referred to, the prize fighter was tried and 
sentenced to death, although it was proved that he 


really loved his wife, —as much, that is, as a drunkard 


and a prize fighter could love,—and that he only ill 
treated her when in liquor. But one night, when by 


accident alone, he hanged himself in the cell; and thus 
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anticipating the hangman, the drunkard and murderer 
consummated his crimes by suicide ! 

“ Ah!” some highly respectable and reputable read- 
er will, perhaps, say — “ah, such occurrences, no doubt, 
are common enough among the lower classes; but 
respectable and educated people do not drink to such 
an extent: such tragedies cannot occur in our circles; 
a gentleman never disgraces himself or his friends, 
nowadays, by drinking, for the age of the ‘five bottle 
men’ is past.” 

You think so, sir,do you? Now just look into a 
neighboring cell to that in which lies the miserable 
murderer Jemmy Donovan, and whom see you there? 
Why, as respectable looking a man as yourself, my 
self-complacent friend; ay, and until within a month, 
the world thought him as honest as it now thinks you. 
And who is he? Listen, and I will let you hear his 
history. 

There is, not five minutes’ walk from the scene of 
Donovan’s crime, a large theatre, the manager of which 
appears to be on the pinnacle of prosperity. As the 
bills say, “no expense is spared” in his getting up of 
pieces, and every thing bespeaks him a man of wealth. 
In a fashionable suburb of London he has a fine villa, 
and there he gives fine dinner parties; and he is a well- 


known connoisseur in fine wines. People do say, that 
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when Mr. Watts appears at his theatre he is often 
“rather high,” and the empty champagne bottles on 
the floor of his private room speak of any thing but 
self-denial. A very great man is he, and as his house 
is crowded nightly, he has the reputation of being 
wealthy. The newspapers laud his liberality and taste, 
and the actors and actresses drink his health and chant 
his praises. He has also a high situation in a public 
office, and so if Mr. Watts lives a little fast, why, no 
one can doubt that he is a “highly respectable man.” 

One fine morning, however, as Mr. Watts was super- 
intending the rehearsal of a new play, with “gorgeous 
scenery, dresses, and decorations,” two detective police 
officers asked for him, and took him into custody, on a 
charge of embezzling the funds of the office I have 
referred to. He was tried, found guilty, sentenced to 
twenty years’ transportation; and then every body said, 
“Ah, just what I expected.” And so it came to pass 
that the prize fighter of Short’s Gardens, who had 
committed his crime after gulping down gin, was the 
Villa, 


who, stimulated by champagne, had murdered his repu- 


companion in crime of the gentleman of 


tation. Drink ruined both,—as each confessed, — and 


proved, that whether it reigned in the pothouse or the 
parlor, it was alike a mocking devil! 


On the very same morning that the prize fighter’s 
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corpse was found, the gentleman’s body was also dis- 
covered, lifeless. He too had hanged himself! thus 
performing a more terrible tragedy than his own stage 
had ever witnessed. 

As I before said, I write no fictions. I had seen 
both the persons just alluded to, and the manager I 
myself looked at as he stood at the bar of the Old 
Bailey, a shivering felon! 

The sufferings and sorrows of the last twenty-four 
hours had so exhausted me, that I now began to crave 
for solid food. I had two shillings still remaining: 
with a portion of it I purchased a cheap dinner, and 
then, just as the bells were chiming for evening service, 
I strolled out once more into the gloomy streets. At 
length the skies became clear, and almost without 
knowing how I got there, I found myself on Waterloo 
Bridge, that structure immortalized by poor Hood in 
his “Bridge of Sighs,” and gazing with strange emo- 


tions on “the dark flowing river” below. 


PASSAGES FROM THE HISTORY 


CHAPTER V. 


MUSINGS ON THE BRIDGE.— MIDNIGHT IN LONDON 


STREETS.—THE TWO MEETINGS. 


** At the last it biteth like a serpent and stingeth like an adder.?? 


‘¢ The bleak wind of March 
Made her tremble and shiver, 
As she stood on the arch 
O’er the dark, flowing river.?? — Hoop. 


‘*¢ And some in the dreary convict?s cell, 
To the dull, deep note of the warning bell, 
As it heavily calls him forth to die, 


While the bright sun mounts in the laughing sky.” — Hemans. 


“*God! ’twas a fearful thing to see 


That pale, weak man’s mute egony.”? — BarHam. 


Tuus I stood, in the gloom of the evening, looking 

over the parapet of that bridge which Canova declared 

| to be the finest in the world, moodily speculating on 
| LIFE — its chances and its changes. 

Ay, and of DEATH, too! of the thousand ills from 
which it might be at once a relief and a refuge; of 
the dreamless sleep which would terminate the long 
agony and fever of waking life; of an instantaneous 
and voluntary ending of existence and its countless 


woes ! 
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But would a self-sought grave be a refuge from the 
storm — that was the question. And there was another 
inquiry also — Had I any right to plunge blindly into 
futurity, perhaps into perdition? I remember well, 
that as I gazed into the dark stream, I seriously debated 


within my own mind the question, and muttered, — 


«What Cato did and Addison approved 


Cannot be wrong;” 


and I invented excuses for Chatterton, and Haydon, 
and Blanchard, and Colton, and for many others, who 
with their own hands had forced the gates of death. 
Yes, I said, when life had become a burden, they were 
justified in throwing it off. Who would not, if they 
could, escape from misery ? 

They have, in certain lands of the tropic, a game of 
which children are passionately fond; and while I was 
musing on the bridge, it appeared to me aptly to sym- 
bolize the condition of many a suicide. It is this: — 

A scorpion is caught, and with cruel eagerness the 
boys and girls of the street assemble. ‘Fhe creature is 
placed on a board, and surrounded by a ring’ of tow, 
saturated with inflammable spirit. This is ignited, and 
then the tortures of the scorpion commence. 

Maddened by the heat, the poor thing approaches 


the barrier in the hope of finding some passage of 
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escape. Vain the endeavor; and as it retreats towards 
the centre of the ring, the children burst into a joyous 
shout ; just such a cry of exultation as that which peals 
from the tongues of bigots when a heretic is burning! 
Again the scorpion attempts to fly; again is it baffled, 
and the children laugh louder than before. At last, 
finding all efforts to flee from its place of torment vain, 


it penetrates its vitals with its own sting, and dies. 


Oo?) 
And now the exultation of the little fiends who stand 


around is unbounded. 


And thus it often is with a poor despairing man, 


around whom society places its impassable barrier of 


terrible circumstances—a barrier which it is impossible 
for him to break through or overleap. Hemmed in on 
all sides by enemies, who triumph in his torture, he 
fights manfully to overcome his troubles, but his every 
effort is ridiculed; his misfortunes, his agonies are a 
source of amusement to heartless lookers on. At 
length, unable longer to bear such enormous woe, he 
madly clutches steel, or gulps poison, or by cord or 
water, destroys himself. What else could he do? 

And pray, which is most to blame in this matter — 
the poor hunted man, or society? O, the man, of 
course, says respectability; misery can have no ex- 
cuse ! 


I do not altogether think so, and I am not ashamed 
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to confess as much. Not that I justify suicide, — God 
forbid that I should, — but I do think that, 


‘Like the scorpion girt with fire,” 


the human victim should sometimes be rather pitied 
than blamed, when he is driven by misery to self- 
destruction. Of course I do not claim so much con- 
sideration for self-imposed misery, which often induces 
suicide ; at least no more compassion than the good and 
the fortunate may very conscientiously bestow. 

As I looked up for a moment from the rushing river, 
I beheld a meteoric star shoot from its sphere, and 
after a brief but brilliant transit, become quenched in 
utter darkness. Fit emblem, I thought, of many a lost 
son of earth, whose genius only blazed to light his 
pathway to the tomb! Once more I leaned over the 
bridge, and bent my gaze downwards. Onward flowed 
the inky stream, with accelerated rapidity, as it swept 
through the arches of the bridge. Swirling eddies dis- 
turbed its surface, and long lines of foam flecked it, as 
it left the bases of the piers. Yet on that turbid surface 
I saw, as it were, pictures of my past life — scenes 
which appeared as vivid as those we observe in a 
Claude Lorraine mirror. Persons are sometimes, when 


a sickness 


on long voyages, attacked by the calenture 


produced by an intense longing for home. Deceived 
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by their morbid imaginations, they behold in the bosom 
of the waves green fields and well-known spots.; and so 
complete is the illusion, that, unless prevented, they 
frequently plunge into the treacherous depths. So now, 
a sort of calenture appeared to afflict my mind, and as 
Byron says of the sensation produced by standing on 
the brink of a precipice, — 
«You scarce could gaze a minute 
Without an awful wish to plunge within it,” 

so I likewise felt a fearful inclination steal over me to 
leap from that bridge of Waterloo. | 

Tiow long I thus mused I know not; but I was at 
length roused from my revery —I had crouched into 
the corner of one of the stone recesses, for the wind 
swept bitterly past — by the conversation of some other 
unfortunates, who had also sought that partial shelter. 
Several of them were females, and all were young. 
Pitiful indeed was it to see how the former shivered in 
the chill night air, their attire being scanty enough even 
for summer; but far worse was it to hear their blas- 
phemies and foul words, and these uttered by voices 
which had derived their hoarseness and huskiness'from 
the habitual use of gin. One of these girls was cer- 
tainly not more than thirteen years old; yet she might 
have taken a first-class degree in slang at any college 


of villany in Satan’s universe. 
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Boom! boom! came, over roof, and street, and river, 
the sound of the great bell of St. Paul’s, as it announced 
the hour of eleven. I had been many hours on the 
bridge; and now I observed that passengers across 
it, going towards the Strand end, became frequent. 
Singly and in groups hurriedly by me went hundreds 


of poorly-dressed men, women, boys, and girls —all 


pushing forward to one point. One would have im 
agined from their jokes, as they rushed by, that some- 
thing mightily amusing was in prospect. I was not 
long in doubt as to what it really was. 

“ Wonder wot he’s a-doing on now,” said one of the 
youths near me to his companion; and he added, “ They 
has wot they likes the night afore ; vouldn’t I pitch into 


> and the fellow 


tripe and inyuns if *twas me? O, no;’ 
applied his thumb to his nose, and took what is techni- 
cally called “a sight.” 

“Tom'll die game, I know,’ remarked one of the 
girls. “He’s a reg’lar brick. Lord, how he loved to 
eo to see the hangings hisself!” 


“Come along,” 


remarked another of the party, “or 
we shan’t get nigh the drop;” and the whole of them, 
closely wrapping their rags around them, joined the 
eager crowds who were still hurrying towards, as I 
now knew, the Old Bailey, in which stands Newgate 


Prison. 


tar! 
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I soon learned from passers by that a young man 


was to be executed within eight hours from that time, — 


and 


Monday is always the hanging day in London, - 
hence this unusual travel over the bridge at midnight. 

It was fine overhead, and as the night had so far 
worn away, I determined to reserve what money I had 
intended for a lodging, and appropriate it to the pur- 
chase of a breakfast. Though by no means partial to 
such sights, I resolved to go to the Old Bailey. In the 
bustle and excitement, I thought the dark hours would 
pass less wearily away, and so I followed, and made 
one of the multitude, which now, in dense masses, 
thronged up Ludgate Hill. 

And-here I must, as sportsmen say, “try back” for a 
short way in the course of my narrative. When the 
reader perceives why I do so, he will pardon me for the 
digression. 

Some weeks before the period to which I am now 
especially alluding, I was compelled, in the exercise of 
my newspaper duties, to attend at that same Old Bailey, 
in order to furnish particulars of the execution of a 
woman, for the especial delectation of the readers of a 
leading evening journal. The wretched creature about 
to suffer had been a servant to an old lady in West- 


minster, whom she had strangled in order to procure a 
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five pound note; which note, after the crime was 
committed, the murderess discovered to be a coun- 
terfeit one. 

In order to have a good place, I secured a seat in 
the window of a public house, directly opposite the 
scaffold, for which I, or rather the proprietor of the 
journal, had to pay five shillings. At about an hour 
before the time of the execution, then, I pushed with 
much difficulty through the crowd, and established 
myself in my position. 

I had not long been seated, when another individual 
entered the room. Him, too, I saw pay five shillings — 
2 sum which I should not have thought, from his 
appearance, he could have at all afforded. He was a 
young man of apparently eighteen or nineteen years of 
age, and bore the appearance of a worker at the anvil. 
He had a low, sulky, hang-dog sort of a look; his 
eyes were bloodshot; a great, heavy under jaw gave 
an animal expression to his countenance ; and a short, 
thick, bull neck conferred on him quite a stamp of 
ferocity. A short, black pipe was stuck in his mouth, 
and in his hand, as he entered, was a jug of “dog’s 
nose” —a compound of beer, gin, and nutmeg. This he 
set down on the ledge of the open window, and then, 
sprawling on a chair, he began whistling an air which 
was at that time remarkably popular among the raga- 


muffins and rascals of London. 
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“Drink, mister?” said the blacksmith, pushing his 
jag towards me. The invitation, however, I respect- 
fully declined; the consequence of which was that I 
evidently sank many degrees in the young fellow’s 
estimation. He was glum and silent for some time ; 
but at length he knocked the ashes from his pipe, and 
said, — 

“By only think of the gal’s being scragged 
for a bad flimsy! Cur’ous, now, ain’t it?” 


] 


I said something or other, I forget what, and then 
he became quite communicative about the hangman ; it 
was evidently a favorite topic of his. 

“I knows Calcraft well enough; I have smoked 
many’s the pipe with him. He’s a shoemaker up -in 
the New North Road, just out of City Road. Meet 
‘im in the street, and he’s dressed go spicy you’d take 
‘im for a regular swell.” 

“Indeed!” I remarked. 

“Yes,” said he, “a hout and houter! Vy, (the fel- 
low was an inveterate cockney,) not long ago Caleraft 
went down near Oxford to tuck up somebody or 
‘nother, and on the coach he got into talk with a green 
college chap. The hangman wore a nobby tile, a 
green cutaway, and white kid gloves, — reg’lar spicy, — 
and the young scholard, thinking he was a brick, took 


him to his rooms at one of the univarsities. Blowed if 
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he didn’t introduce him as ‘his friend, Mr. Caleraft,’ 
to one of the old tutors; but it came out, and he got 
dismissed for keeping company with the ‘finisher of 
the law.’ Prime lark, warn’t it? 

“ Well,” he went on, “but Billy Caleraft do turn ’em 
off prime; don’t keep ’em long either; just one step on 


the trap door, a turn of the rope, and then ae. (Ene 


brute indicated what followed by a jerk of his head and 
a “click.” 

“You seem fond of this sort of thing?” I hinted. 

“T just am, and no mistake. Vy, I hain’t missed a 
hanging this five year. What d’ye think o’ that, old 
feller 2 

Being on the spot myself just then, I could not with 
a very good grace say much in deprecation of his taste ; 
so I held my tongue. 

It was positively awful to see how he gloated over 
the ‘spectacle. As the moments flew by, he actually 
became impatient, and cursed the time because it did 
not fly faster: it was rapid enough for the poor victim 
within the dreary prison. When St. Sepulchre’s bell 
commenced tolling eight, he leaned from the window, his 
eyes glaring with excitement, and his frame positively 
quivering with joyful anticipation. <A cheer actually 
burst from his lips when the “ debtors’ door ” opened, 


and the criminal, pinioned and pale, tottered forth. As 
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his practised eye marked her emotion, he ground his 
teeth, and cursed her for her “want of pluck.” 
No sooner had the drop fallen, than he hurried from 


the room. I remained to pen my notes, and when J 


went down stairs, half an hour after, the execution 


hunter was sitting, surrounded by a select circle of ad- 


miring listeners, to whom he was relating his hanging 


experience in general, and his impressions respecting 


the affair of that morning in particular. He was very 
much intoxicated, and, glad to escape his recognition, I 
: hurried away. 


e e e 


And now, reader, let me take up the thread of this 


narrative, just where I snapped it a few moments ago. 


When I reached the end of the Old Bailey on Lud- 


gate Hill, the crowd had become so dense, that it was 


with the utmost difficulty I could force my way through 
the somewhat narrow street, towards the well-known 


“ debtors’ door” of Newgate. <All along the road to 


this place, the taverns were opened, and doing a thriving 
The gin palaces were thronged, and coarse 
jokes respecting the coming dreadful ey 
in all directions, for H 


business. 


ent were heard 


ang-Monday was a holiday in the 


calendar of crime. It seemed that, on this particular 


occasion, more than usual interest was felt in the crimi- 
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nal. He was an apprentice who had killed his master 
whilst intoxicated with drink and passion, and the crime 
had been perpetrated in the most daring manner in the 
very heart of London. Thousands of apprentices 
swelled the mob, and most of them seemed to think 
that they were doing honor to Tom Wicks (for that was 
the victim’s name) by attending his execution. 

Just as two o’clock sounded from the church steeples, 
a bustle was seen in front of the prison, and a huge 
wooden machine was drawn out from the great doors. 
Men then began to work by the light of torches, and 
yell after yell of savage satisfaction was heard as the 
different portions of the scaffold were put together. 
And — will it be believed ? — when the upright and the 
crossbeam, constituting the gallows, were raised and 
fixed, one loud huzza burst from the crowd. Some 
women, with children in their arms, indeed shuddered 
and turned pale; but the jeers of their brutal compan- 
ions speedily banished all feeling, and they became as : 
fierce and foul as others. Many of the persons present 
had come provided with bottles of spirits, and whenever 
a poor, shivering infant wailed or wept with cold, or 
screamed from the pain caused by pressure, it was dosed 
into quiet by gin. And fearful was it to see how the 
infants sucked in the poison — that poison which caused 


the gibbet to be erected, and which, in the fog and mist, 
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loomed up before the eyes of men and women, who even 
then were preparing for it new victims. 

Three, four, five o'clock, and the crowd became ter- 
rific. I stood close to the barriers, and at times the 
pressure of the enormous host behind me was fearful. 
At length, by a mighty surging wave, as it were, of that 
sea of humanity, I was dashed forward, taken off my 
feet, and borne, I knew not whither. Instinctively I 


clutched at a lamp post as I was being carried past it, 


d holding firmly on, the current swept by and left me 
safe in an elevated position. 


At length, seven o’clock came, and with it the gray 


light of morning. What a spectacle did that light reveal ! 
Not a spot within sight but was covered with haggard, 
anxious, staring humanity; and each goul in that crowd 
had come to see a felloy 


an 


v-creature die in mortal agony. 
But none appeared awed; the very boys seemed to 
enjoy the scene. 

As the appointed hour — that of eight — drew nigh, 
still greater became the anxiety. At length, the bell 
of St. Sepulchre’s commenced tolling o 
three — (cries of “ Hats off” ) four — fiy 


— eight. 


ne — two — 


@ —six — seven 


And before the last bell note died away, the debtors’ 


door opened, and the buzz of twenty thousand tongues 


died away into awful and ominous silence. Then came 
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the doomed man forth, preceded by a clergyman, and 
followed by the executioner and other officials. 
From my raised position I could, without any inter- 


vening obstacle, gaze on the criminal, as he stood under 
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the beam. Possessed with a horrible curiosity, I leaned 


Sons 


forward as far as possible, and, just as the miserable 


sea 


wretch lifted his head to take a farewell glance at the 


world, his eyes met mine. I fancied he started — I 
know J did — for we recognized each other! 

Another instant, and the white cap was drawn over 
the pale, wild face, a dull “thud” was heard as the 
rope tightened, and the quivering form of the murderer 
dangled from the gallows. 

He was the very same young man, who, with me, sat 
in the tavern opposite, but a few weeks before, gazing 
on the gallows, which had now terminated his existence. 
Strangely enough, too, from that very tavern he had 
rushed, whilst intoxicated, for the purpose of shooting 
his master in Drury Lane; and in that same tavern the 
officers of justice found him, when they sought his cap- 
ture, a few hours after the commission of the crime. 

This circumstance might form a powerful text from 
which to preach a sermon on the effect, good or bad, 
of capital punishment. With that subject T have noth- 


ing now to do; but I think it worthy of notice that, after 
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five years’ experience of public executions, Thomas 
Wicks came, somehow, to be hanged himself. 
And now, after having just witnessed what drink had 


done in the case of another, I had to make my way to 


Bow Street, in order to answer a charge against my- 


self, of which drink was the cause! 
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CHAPTER VI. 


OLD ACQUAINTANCES. — THE POLICE COURT. — A 
PAINTERS STORY. — THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP. 


“¢ Before and behind — Behind and before ! ” 

I heard a tippler once muttering 0’er 

The words as he stood by a rum shop’s door : 
How he chimed the syllables over ! 

‘¢ Before I drank of the liquid flame, 

I had health, and wealth, and a right good name ; 

I knew not sorrow, nor want, nor shame ; 
In fact, I was living in clover ! 


‘¢ Before the screen I’d a purse well lined, 
A contented heart, and a cheerful mind ; 
I had happiness ere I went behind ; 
Before — but ah, never after! 
Behind it, my money went day by day: 
Behind it, my summer friends flew away ; 
Behind it, I darkened the mental ray, 
And shrieked out my mirthless laughter!” —J. R. D. 


Ir was soon done — that business at the Police Court. 
When a man is to be mulcted in a penalty, it is sur- 
prising how quickly Law, or the gentlemen who repre- 
sent her, set to work. Goto one of her halls for the 
purpose of claiming your rights, and ten to one but you 
will have to cool your heels for hours, days, months, 
ay, and for years together, in her vestibule ! 

As the reader already knows, I was under an impor- 


tant engagement to appear at Bow Street police office 
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at nine o’clock. Immediately after the execution at the 
Old Bailey, therefore, I hurried to a coffee shop in Long 
Acre, for the purpose of snatching a hasty breakfast, 
and was busily engaged in despatching a cup of tea, 
so called, and a combination of bread, dirt, ham, but- 
ter, and mustard, termed a sandwich, when a somewhat 
familiar voice accosted me by name. 

The voice proceeded from a dim corner of a dingy 
box of the gloomy coffee room, and then I first became 
aware that I was not the only occupant of that particu- 
lar compartment. That indeed was not much to be 
wondered at, for the “box” in question was situated in 
a remote corner of the establishment, and was chiefly 
patronized by shabby-genteel gentlemen, who had pri- 
vate and particular reasons for avoiding public society. 
Occasionally, too, “casual reporters,” as they termed 
themselves, or “ penny a liners,” as the public profanely 
styled them, would seek the solitude of this box for the 
purpose of there writing out accounts of some “ mys- 
terious occurrence” which they had manufactured out 
of nothing, or next to it; or of highly exaggerating the 
feelings of an afilicted mother, whose infant had had an 
imaginary escape in Cheapside. 

“Who'd have thought of seeing you here?” said 
the owner of the voice ; and a pale, singular countenance 
became apparent, as its owner shuffled along the seat, 


and stopped opposite me. 
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This unexpected old acquaintance was one of the 
strangest beings with whom, in a somewhat strange 
career, I have ever met. He was quite young, not 
more than eighteen years of age, though apparently 
older ; and his exterior was any thing but prepossess- 
ing. He was tall and clumsily built, with great, broad 
shoulders, long, ungainly limbs, hands like small shoul- 
ders of mutton dangling out of his coat cuffs, and feet 
which seemed to spread out whenever he planted them 
on the ground. As if conscious of this awkwardness 
of frame, he habitually shambled uneasily through the 
streets, and seemed to shrink from observation. In- 
stead of looking one steadily and manfully in the face, 
he glanced at you from under his black brows, and 
then averted his large, dark eyes, with a sinister expres- 
sion any thing but agreeable. Sometimes he looked 
actually wild, and I verily believe that at times he 
was partially insane. If so, however, there was never 
any lack of method in his madness. 

“Why, you look as though you hadn’t been in bed 
last night, like myself, Thompson,” I said, as I looked 
at his matted black hair, which was tossed in all direc- 
tions over and around his pale, grimy face. 

“Bed!” and he laughed; “no, nor for a week, ei- 
ther ; but where have you been, to get your eyes put 


into such a pretty suit of mourning?” 
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With such as he it would have been folly to dis- 
guise the truth; so I told him the whole story. 

“And so you're going to do the ‘penitent’ before 
old Ballantyne ; he sits this morning, and that’s lucky. 
Here, Tom, hand out the bottle ;” and, so saying, he 
roused from the farthest corner of the box an indi- 
vidual whom I had not hitherto observed, so dim and 
gloomy was the place. 

“Tom and:I are getting up an article for next 
veek’s Sporting Times,” said Thompson —“ that is, 
he’s giving me facts and dates, and I’m licking them 
into shape. Come, old chap, sharp’s the word.” 

But Tom had been too sharp; for from his great- 
coat pocket he produced only an empty soda-water 
bottle. During his companion’s occupation with pen 
and ink, he had drained it of its contents; and now, 
with the utmost coolness, he demanded a “ tizzy” of 
me for another “kevartern.” 

“Thompson,” I said, “I’ve only that one shilling 
and a few pence left, and I can’t spare it. If old Bal- 
lantyne fines me, to jail I must go.” 

Tommy Roundhead glanced at the coin, twitched 
it from between my thumb and finger, and in a moment 
vanished. I saw it was no use to grumble; so I 
patiently waited his return. Presently he came back 


with a supply of spirits. 
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“Here,” said he, pouring out a glass, “just swallow 
this, and don’t funk ven yer gits afore the beak. Ben 
and I'll see yer all right, if you be fined; von’t ve, 
Ben?” 

“If we get the tin for this article, Tommy,” re- 
marked Thompson, cautiously ; “and when: your case 
is disposed of, come-back here, and we'll try to make 
you look fit to be seen. But there’s nine o'clock 
striking; so take another pull, and be off.” 

Shading my bruised eyes as well as I could, I hur- 
ried to the Police Court, and was lucky enough to be 
called on before many persons had assembled. I sup- 
pose, despite my face and seedy habiliments, I had 
something of the gentleman in my appearance; for 
the magistrate surveyed me, I thought, with pitying 
interest, and even spoke kindly when he asked what I 
had to say. 

I knew well enough that an apology would be of 
no use whatever; so I said boldly that I had, I sup- 
posed, taken a little too much, and that it had over- 
come me. 

“Tas he been here before?” asked the magistrate 
of an officer. The answer was in the negative. 

The magistrate surveyed me keenly for a few min- 
utes, and then asked, — 


“ What name did he give ?” 
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I had, when interrogated at the station house, adopt- 
ed the rather uncommon pseudonyme of “John Smith ;” 
and so his worship was informed. ‘There was no great 
crime in assuming this alias, I hope. Louis Philippe 
and Louis Kossuth have both passed off as members 
of the “Smith” family since then. 

“Ah.” he said, “I thought he had been before me 
on another occasion;” and then, addressing me, he 
added, — 

“You seem to have suffered quite enough; so I 
shall not fine you; but let this be a warning. You 
are discharged.” 

The sitting official might well say that he “thought 
he had seen me before.” I had faced him on a former 


occasion, but it was at the dinner table of one of the 


most accomplished men in London—a distinguished 
poet, and a prominent member of the House of Com- 
mons. Thank God, he did not entirely recognize me 
through my rags and bruises; but if ever shame and 
mortification half maddened me, it was when standing 
at the bar of that municipal tribunal. What a change! 
Scarcely six months before he had challenged me to 
champagne; and now I shrunk from his gaze in a 
police. court. 

Hurrying back to the coffee house, I soon rejoined 
the persons I had recently left there, and acquainted 


them with the luck I had experienced. 
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“And now,” said Tommy Roundhead, (this was his 
real name, as thousands are aware, for he was as well 
known in the sporting world as “Bell’s Life” is—I 
say was known, for he died two years ago, of intem- 
perance, in St. George’s Hospital, London,) — “ and 
now, as you’ve done me many a good turn, I'll put yer 
optics to rights, for I can tell yer they look precious 
queer as they are, and no mistake.” 

“Ts no use, Tommy — they won’t lose the blackness 


leave them alone,” said I. 


for a month to come 

Tommy Roundhead was a little man, but like most 
diminutive people, had a high opinion of himself. In 
his early days he had been better off —as he took care 
to inform every one, when over his cups he got maud- 
lin. Unluckily, Tom was fond of sporting, and sporting 
men soon cleaned him out. His friends abandoned him, 
and from the exclusives of the betting stand, he sank 
to the society of the rascals of the ring. For years he 
was the sworn friend and companion, or “squire,” to a 
celebrated bruiser, called “Deaf Burke ;” and when that 
worthy died, from hard knocks and harder dr inking, 
poor Tom, having lost his only friend, was tossed about 
from tavern to tavern, and from night house to race 


course, picking up a eee subsistence by sponging 


upon old acquaintances, or selling lists of the running 
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horses. I now learn sod that he was communicating 
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| some particulars of his friend the “deaf ’un’s” career 


to Thompson, who was constructing from them an 
article for a cheap sporting serial. 

“J ain’t no hartist,” remarked Tom, as he produced 
| from his pocket a little tin box, which had formerly 
held “Warren’s Brilliant Blacking;” “but if I don’t 
make your ogles as natural as they ort to be, vy, it’s a 
vonder. Lor bless yer! you should ha’ seen how I 
used to titivate up the deaf ’un’s blinkers arter a fight. 
I prefers lancing ’em directly arter a blow; but if the 
blood has got clotted under the skin, vy, nothing but 
painting ‘Il do.” 

“ Painting 2?” I asked, in some surprise. 
“Yes, painting; didn’t you know as I vas a decora- 
tor? Vy, I’ve painted more hi’s than the president of 


the Royal Academy hisself'; han’t I, Ben Thompson ?” 


“Tt’s true enough, 7’ said the young man just 
appealed to. “Tommy is eye-repairer in ordinary to 
the pugilists of England; ay, and he practises among 
ladies, too. Many’s the black eye he has concealed by 
his ‘so potent’ art. So, while I’m finishing this article, 
let him try his hand on you. He can’t make your eyes 
look worse than they do, at all events.” 


“Well, Tommy, what do you charge? [ve no 


29 


money now, but 
“©, you’re velkim as the flowers in May,” said he. 


“ Sit down.” 
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And from the tin box the little man produced some 
pigments, which he mixed on the back of a plate with 
milk, instead of water. Then, like the celebrated Miss 
Mowcher, he mounted a table, seated himself on its 
edge, and placing my head on his lap, commenced 
operations. 

He was evidently dexterous in his profession; for he 
manipulated with his brushes, and blended his tints in 
quite an artistic fashion. And he had caught some of: 
the technical phrases of art, too. 

“That'll do,” he muttered to himself. “Vell, I’m 
blowed if Pickhisgills could lay on a better flesh tint 
than that. Now for a leetle more shadder —ah, that’s 


Rumbrum couldn’t beat it!” 


the caper 

And the rival of the illustrious Rembrandt and of 
the celebrated Mr. Pickersgill drew back his little 
bullet head, and with bleared visual organs gazed 
proudly on his completed work. 

I looked into the glass, and was really surprised. 
Tommy Roundhead had painted over the bruised skin 
so well that no traces of my late accident were visible, 
except on very minute examination. 

“As true as I’m here alive,” said Tommy Round- 
head, “Pve had a sov’rin afore now for sich a job as 


that, and I shan’t charge you no more nor a kevarterm 


of ‘Old Tom.’ ” 
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“That’s not dear for high art, however,” said I, with 
a miserable attempt at a pun. 

“ Vell, call it eye hart, or vot you vill; you looks 
all the better for it; come, tip!” 

I handed him all my remaining coin, and a quartern 
of gin soon made its appearance. 


~ 


“Vile Thompson’s a finishing that story about the 


‘deaf ’un’—here’s his jolly good healtl mean, 
here’s luck to our noble selves. Ill tell yer a mS as 
happened not long ago, and it’s as true as gospel.’ 

“ Go on,” said I. 

“You've heard, in course, of Sir Wincent C——. 
ell, he vos a vild ’un, but he had as fine a vife as you 
ever clapped hi’s on. Vonn peer: arter he’d been down 
to Newmarket, and lost a heap of money, he vent home 
mad drunk, and knocked his ae down. Sich a pair of 
hi’s as she had, O Lor! It so happened as she vished 
particular to go to the play a night or two arter; but 
how to conceal her bruises vos the question. Von of 
her maids know’d my old ’ooman, and she told her as 
how I could doctor up her bruises so as nobody should 
be the wiser by candlelight: and I vos sent for. 

“ Vell, she vos a andsome lady, and no mistake ; and as 
I vos a painting over her skin, every now and then she’d 
open her hi’s and a’mosi blind me. I tell you,” (and Tom 


placed his hand on my arm,) “I’ve seen a good many 
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brutal things in my time, but the striking that ’ooman 
’peared to me the brutalest thing as ever was done by 


as deserved 


man. No,’twarn’t done by a mar 
the name could have done it. But then, arter all, it 
warn’t Sir Wincent as hit her; ’twas the cussed drink! 

“ Arter I’d a finished the job, — and I tell you I made 
quite a pictur of it, —she give me a five poun’ note, (I 
vish I'd a job of that sort now ; not as I vants a ’ooman 
to be hit a purpose, you know, but if fellers do drink, 
they vill vollop their vives, and I might as well get 


omething out of it,) and says she, ‘Are you sure it 


mM 


von’t come off?’ 

“¢Varranted fast colors, your lJadyship,’ says I, ‘so 
as you don’t vet it.’ 

“¢T’l]l take care o’ that” says she; and I mizzled. 
Vell, I took it in my head as I’d go to the play that 
night too, as I was so well off, and I got a good place 
in the pit. 

‘“ Between the hacts I stood up, and who should I see 
a sittmg in the werry front of the boxes but Lady 
Wincent C 


pooty. I tell you, young man, as I was as proud of 
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? <And blow me if she didn’t look 


my work as ever any artist was to see his pic etur hangit n’ 
agin the academy wall. The vorst on it vos, I couldn’t 
nut my name to it, for twas natur itself, and she'd be 


sartin not to recommend the painter. Talk about 
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triumphs of hart! vy, there vos von! and the painter 
as produced it was an obscure individooal in the pit. 
That’s how genius is sarved nowadays, young man!” 

Tom took another drain to wash down his indignation, 
and proceeded : — 

« All at once, just arter the first piece vos over, I seed 
the people in the boxes staring toward the place where 
Lady Wincent vos sitting, and presently some on 7em 
begun to titter; so, looked round, and you could have 
knocked me down with a feather! The play had been 
a wery affectin’ one, and poor Lady Wincent had 
set off a crying. The nateral flow of her feelings in 
course washed out her artificial eyes, and the ladies 
round her, seeing her face grow dark, fancied as she 
vos struck with a fit, and von of ’em emptied a bottle of 
O de — summat — over her andkercher, and clapped it 
to her face. Ven she took it off, my vork vos all ruined, 
and there the poor ’ooman sat in the middle of the dress 
circle, vith a pair of the most dreadful black hi’s you 
ivir see! And the vorst of it vos, Sir Wincent vos 
speaking vith a bally girl behind the scenes, and seed 
the exhibition of his rascally vork; and bad as it Vos, 
I must say it vos much more lasting than mine.” 

“There, that’s done,’ exclaimed ‘Thompson ; and 
Tommy Roundhead was despatched with the manu- 


script to the office. “And now,” he said, “how shall 
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we raise a dinner between us? They don’t pay me 
till the article is published.” 
“T’ve nothing,” said I; “but as my eyes are fit to 


be seen now, I’ll go and see what can be done. I 


have a little thing to do for , and perhaps he'll 
advance a crown; I’ve had ten shillings already.” 
“Not he,” growled Thompson, “unless you send him 
some ‘copy. But look you: have we nothing on which 
our respected uncle would make us a slight advance ?” 
Just at that critical moment, Tommy Roundhead re- 
turned from his errand, and joined in our deliberations. 
“Vell, look here,” said he; “here you two coves are 
hard up. Vell, I’m used to it; you ain’t. Now, both 
on you have often done me a good turn; and I never 
forgets a kindness, nor forgives an injury. So here’s 
this ring;” and he extracted from the depths of a 
greasy pocket book a large, old-fashioned wedding 
ring, adding, “ Vaughan’Il lend six shillin on this, and 
that’ll carry us over the day, and by then summat else’ll 
turn up. Here, [to me,] take it. I swore an oath 
never to pawn it myself ; but you can, and I'll soon have 
it out again.” 
There is an old saying, and I know it to be a true 
one, that “no one. helps the poor so much as the poor.” 
Not long before this occurrence, I had ventured to 


apply for a trifling loan to a very wealthy man, who 
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. had a great reputation for philanthropy, and whom I 


had many times obliged by the use of my pen; but he 
oie and rubbed his hands, and was “very sorry, 
dn’t, no, he couldn’t, indeed ;” and he politely 


presented me with a tract, wished me good morning, 


SM eiccr nasil cer = SHERI a Ger pote: nerh : - 
and i went away, DO Matter WOW, — pern 3] ble essed 
oe nd abandoned all belief in phila 2 anu trat 
him, —andad avanaoned ail peler in polantar Opy irom 
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that moment. but here was a poor, broken-down 


fellow, whom the rich man would have spurned, with 


4} 1 


1 heart that put to shame the hollow thing beneath the 
Shite obila unthropist’s broadcloth. “Ah, there are 
very many charitable people amongst the rich and the 
religious,” says, perhaps, the reader. Possibly so, my 
good sir; but I don’t believe in advertised benevolence, 


or in that charity which gives blessing and withholds 


beef. <A fig for the philanthropy that contributes to 
popular “shams,” such as Kossuth and Kinkel, but 
which, when some obscure suppliant asks aid at home, 
turns i a aed away! I know many a man 
who will afford “material aid” to a plausible pretender 
to patriotism, for the sake of the éclat of the thing quite 
as much as for the cause of the “ Cone atl but 
who, if the unromantic applicant for relief should say, 
with Canning’s Needy Knife-grinder, — 
“Story! God bless you, I have none to tell, sir,” 


would be roughly repulsed with 
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“T give thee sixpence! II see thee damned first.” 
Perhaps, indeed, a tract, as in the instance I have cited, 
may be substituted for the condemnation ; but the re- 
pulse is none the less bitter. 

To return to my narrative. I took the ring to a 
pawnbroker’s. ‘It was in the dingy purlieus of Clare 
Market; and the compartment into which I thrust 
myself was crowded with miserable wretches, many of 
them children, waiting to be served by the shopman, 
whose heartless jests and insolence towards already 
miserable poverty made me bend my fingers involun- 
tarily. My errand was soon accomplished; and I 
emerged from the den by a side door into a passage. 
Immediately opposite this was another side door, be- 
longing to a gin shop; and from the numbers who 
passed from the pawnbroker’s to the publican’s, I should 
imagine that one greatly flourished in consequence of 
the close proximity of the other. Indeed, I afterwards 
learned that both establishments belonged to one man ; 
so he caught his poor victims with two hooks. 

“ And now,” said I, whilst Tommy. Roundhead was 
frying our dinner in the tap room of a tavern to which 
we had adjourned, “I'll try and dash off a song with a 
moral to it. Old Dugdale, perhaps, will buy it. Sup- 
pose I take as a subject, TH PAWNBROKER’s SHOP?” 


“That’ll do,” said Thompson; “‘Ship’s on Fire,’ 
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i) and ‘Gambler’s Dreams,’ and ‘Old Arm Chairs, and 
Eliza Cooky trash of that sort, is all the rage now. 
Yes, try the Pawnbroker’s Shop; any jingle will do. 
People don’t look for poetry in songs nowadays; so 
that it has a good chorus, it will go down.” 
“ After all,” said IJ, “bits from real life take with the 


million; so Pll just do no more than put into rhyme 


what I saw this morning in Clare Market.” 


And by the time the chops were done, I had rattled 


off the following :— 


Che Pawnbroker’s Shop. 


"Tis Saturday night, and the chill rain and sleet 

Is swept by the wind down the long, dreary street ; 

The lamps in the windows flicker and blink, 

As the wild gale whistles through cranny and chink ; 
But round yon door huddles a shivering crowd 

Of wretches, by pain and by penury bowed ; 

And oaths are muttered, and curses drop 

From their lips, as they stand by THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP. 


Visages hardened and seared by sin ; 

Faces bloated and pimpled by gin ; 

Crime, with its plunder, by Honesty’s side ; 

Beauty in ruins, and broken-down Pride ; 

Modesty’s cheek, crimsoned deeply with shame; 
: Youth’s active form; Age’s fast-failing frame, — 
Have come forth from street, lane, and alley, and stop, 
Heartsick, weary, and worn, at THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP. 
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With the rain and the biting wind chilled to the bone, 

O, how they gaze upon splendor, and groan ! 

Around them, above them, wherever they gaze, 

There are jewels to dazzle, and gold to amaze ; 

Velvets that tricked out some beautiful form ; 

Furs which had shielded from winter and storm. 

Crowded with « pledges,’”’ from bottom to top, 

Are the chests and the shelves of THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP. 


There’s a tear in the eye of yon beautiful girl, 

As she parts with a trinket of ruby and pearl. 

Once as red was her lip, and as pure was her brow ; 
But there came a destroyer; and what is she now ? 
Lured by liquor, she bartered the gem of her fame; 
And, abandoned by virtue, forsaken of shame, 

With no heart to pity, no kind hand to prop, 

She finds her last friend in THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP. 


The spendthrift, for gold that to-morrow will fly ; 

The hungry, to eke out a meagre supply ; 

The houseless, to rake up sufficient to keep 

His head from the stones through the season of sleep ; 
The robber, his booty to turn into gold ; 

The shrinking; the timid; the bashful; the bold ; 
The penniless drunkard, to get one more drop, — 

All seek a resource in THE PAWNBROKER’S SHOP. 


Tis a record of ruin—a temple whose stones 

Are cemented with blood, and whose music is groans ; 
Its pilgrims are children of Want and Despair ; 

Alike Grief and Guilt to its portals repair. 

O, we need. not seek fiction for records of woe ; 

Such are written too plainly wherever we go ; 

And sad lessons of life may be learned as we stop 
’Neath the three golden balls of A PAWNBROKER’S SHOP, 
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“That will do,” said my companion, “and the pawn- 
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er dinner. Come, here’s luck to 


0, after we had eaten our fill, our Mercury was 


espatched, and, half an hour therefrom, he came 
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1en flung triumphantly upon the table. 
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CHAPTER VIL. 


DISSIPATION AND DESTRUCTION. — LEARNING AND 
LIQUOR. 


ss All said it was a pity, that 
The tavern was so nigh and handy ;" 
For wine unto the youth grew flat, 
And nought would suit his taste but brandy 


‘¢ A year rolled on, and he was found 
Dead drunk beneath the horse’s manger ; 
Now sleeps he ’neath the sodded ground, 
Because he ‘ could not see the danger. ? ”” 
No Danczr. — By G. W. Bunaay. 


‘¢ Corpus onustum 
Hesternis vitiis animum quoque pregravatura.’? — Horace. 
t—) 


1 
t 


THE young man of whom I spoke in the last chapter 


pepe iret Ses 


was, in many respects, a remarkable specimen of a 


rather remarkable class. ‘There was scarcely any thing 
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which he could not do; and (for he was by no means 


what is called “a Jack of all trades, and master of 


si 


s that he could not do well. Through 


sR 


for he had an inveterate dislike to 


sae 


soap and water —a practised eye could not fail to detect 
traces of the gentleman; indeed, his manners were, at 


times, even polished. That he had enjoyed a good 
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education was evident; but it was.easily to be per- 
ceived that he had frittered his mind away upon a 
multitude of subjects, and so was now from habit unable 
to concentrate his faculties upon any one topic whatever. 
There are, in the regions of the equator, vast tracts 
of water covered with shifting weeds, that have been 
gathered by currents setting in from distant sources. 
Through this tangled mass, the course of a ship is greatly 
retarded ; and it sometimes happens that, borne away 
by the floating mass, the doomed vessel, unable to 
extricate itself, is carried, spite of wind and can- 
vas, to rocks and ruin. So are there many minds, 
which, instead of progressing through the broad, deep, 
clear channels of thought, become impeded by a weedy 
sea of “universal knowledge,” or that which seems to 
be such, and thus prevented from exploring some one 
great deep of thought thoroughly, it is drifted along 
until all power to grapple with great subjects is gone, 
and high and dry lies the mind-wreck on the reefs of 
neglect and despair. 

With his universal talents, in such a place as Lon- 
don, however, this young man might have lived re- 
spectably, if not luxuriously. There was scarcely a 
subject on which he could not write; and his style was 
of that easy, careless character which never fails to 


charm the desultory reader. Nothing came amiss to 
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him, from a song to a sermon; and I am not joking 
when I assert that I have seen discourses from his pen 
which would have shamed the solemn pomposities of 
many a professed preacher. 

“Sermons!” the reader may exclaim in surprise — 
“sermons from the pen of the frequenter of a pot- 
house?” Even so, my astonished friend; but you do 
not as yet know a hundredth part of the mysteries of 
London life. Why, let me inform you that many an 
eloquent discourse which charms the “miserable sin- 
ners” in fashionable, velvet-lmed pews, in fashionable 
churches, in the fashionable quarters of the British 
metropolis, is the composition of some “poor devil 
author,” who concocts it over.a pint of porter, or a glass 
of gin and water, in the back slums of London. There 
are hundreds upon hundreds of broken-down college 
men about town, who are glad enough to earn a few 
shillings this way; and, dear peruser of these pages, 
were we together in London streets, your arm linked in 
mine, I could take you to a shop where you might pur- 
chase an erzginal sermon for ten shillings, or order one 
to a certain text for a special occasion, and for the small 
sum of twenty shillings be supplied with it, in legible 
writing, (to pass off as your own manuscript,) and so 
fraught with the condensed learning of Howe, Tillotson, 


Stillingfleet, Jeremy Taylor, or Barrow, you could 
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fearlessly enter a pulpit and pass yourself off as that 
much be-praised personage — a popular preacher. 

And a very good trade these sermon-mongering 
radesmen make of it. I knew one—a miserable 
hunks, whose delight it was to grind the faces of his 
scribbling corps, and purvey his wares at enormous 
prices to his clerical patrons, consisting of smug 
vicars, hunting parsons, and lazy lecturers, who used to 
sneak in at a side door when they wished to purchase 
the products of other men’s brains. I am half ashamed 


to own that some of my own compositions have been 


sold to this man, and delivered from the pulpit; < 1 one 
of my greatest sources of amusement used to be to 


repair to a dim old church in the outskirts of London, 


and hear criticisms on my own composition, pronounced 
by the people as they quitted the ch urch, the good folks 
never supposing that their next neighbor was thus 
favored ‘with their unbiased opinions (sometimes, in- 
deed, not by any means flattering) of his productions. 
And in asimilar way to that in which sermons are “ got 
up” for sale, speeches, pamphlets, novels, and such 
like, are manufactured for the benefit of those who can- 
not write themselves, but who are willing to pay well 
for the credit of authorship. Many is the book that 
sails under false colors; and I know at this moment 


man who is delivering through Great Britain a course 
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of lectures descriptive of travels in the United States, 
which were written for him by a person who, like the 
lecturer, has never been out of his own country, the 
said country being England! 

To return, as the French say, to our “muttons.” 

With all his versatility, poor Thompson could not 
do more than just keep his head above water. To 
speak less figuratively, he had hard work to avoid 
absolute destitution. He never needed to seek literary 
employment, for there were many publishers only too 
glad to avail themselves of his ready pen. But so 
strong was his love of drink, that nothing could drag 
him from the tavern while he had a penny in his 
pocket. The only way in which articles could be got 
from him, was to lock him up in a room, with a limited 
supply of gin or brandy, and on no account to release 
him until his task was finished. And even then, some- 
times, he would use very ingenious artifices, by means 
of which he would get an extra supply, the not un- 
frequent consequence of which would be, that a fit of 
delirium tremens would put a period to the work, and 
almost hurry life itself to a close. 

The poor fellow was an orphan, and on the great sea 
of London life he was tossed to and fro, with few to 
pity and none to save. Alas! there are hundreds, nay, 
thousands of such in that great city — that. reservoir of 
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talent! And here might I reveal tales of suffering 
there, that have fallen within my own knowledge, which 
would cause the most careless reader to shudder. But 
I forbear: the “harrowing” is not exactly my forte, 
and I do not'feel inclined to make my readers “sup off 
horrors.” 

One bright summer morning, about six months after 
the coffee-room adventure, as I was walking along Hol- 
born, I met a friend, who, after some commonplace chat, 
suggested that I should accompany him to an inquest 
which he was to report for a certain newspaper — the 
Chronicle, I think. 

«“ And by the way,” said he, “ when did you see him 
last?” 

“ See whom?” I inquired. 

“ Why, Thompson, to be sure,” said he: “ haven’t you 
heard of it?” 

“ Heard of what?” I asked, with a vague conviction 
that something dreadful had happened. 

“Why, that he cut his throat yesterday morning — 
and what on earth else could have been expected?” 
replied P > 

What else indeed could have been looked for, I 


thought, when I remembered the habits of the unfor- 
tunate young man. I now learned that he had been 
taken in hand by a publisher, who had engaged him 
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to compile a work, in order to do which it was neces- 
sary that he should frequent the reading room of the 
British Museum. To enable him to appear there with 
credit, a new suit of clothes was furnished, and for a 
time, he applied steadily to work, having by a mighty 
struggle abandoned altogether the use of ardent. spirits. 
His application inspired confidence, and when the work. 
was half completed, some money was advanced, ostensi- 
bly to pay his lodging: but scarcely had he become pos- 
sessed of it, before he fell in with an old companion, 
who invited him to drink. The first glass led to a 
second, and a third; and in a low public house in the 
Borough he remained for a whole week, until all his 
money was gone. Insane from liquor, he sold his new 
clothes for some wretched rags and two sovereigns, 
though they were worth six or seven; and then ensued 
another debauch. The money expended, he was 
turned out of doors by the landlord; and when half 
sobered, he ventured to call on his friend the publisher, 
who did not at first recognize him in his pitiable plight. 
As soon as he did so, feeling indignant, he ordered him 
from his door; and remorse succeeding to the unnatural 
excitement, he stole into a bookbinder’s shop during the 
time the workmen were at dinner, and with a knife cut 
his throat so effectually, that death must have almost 


immediately ensued. 


Set SEPUG TIGR ERS fort Seer ttn tet rere ce 


Fees 


96 PASSAGES FROM THE HISTORY 


And thus was self-ended the career of one, who, but 
for. his propensity to “ drown care,” as it is falsely 
called, might have shone a brilliant star in the hemi- 
sphere of genius. 

I am writing these chapters in the hope that they 
may operate as a warning principally to the intellectual 
portion of the community, and therefore I shall not 
apologize for, in this portion of my narrative, making 
purely personal matters a secondary consideration. 
There will be opportunities enough for me to resume 
the thread of my story by and by. The educated 
man is just as niuch, nay, perhaps more, liable to suffer 
from the perils of drink, than the illiterate and unculti- 

rated. And how many instances have we had of great 
minds having been debased and ruined by the social 
glass! Look back into the history of some well-known 
literary men, and shudder as you gaze. Think of the 
prilliant beings who have flashed, and then prematurely 
faded: of men of ardent hopes and high resolves, who 
have become “ drivellers,” and “ shows,” and then ac- 

knowledge, with Samuel Johnson, that this vice of 
drink, if long indulged in, will not fail to render “knowl- 
edge useless, wit ridiculous, and genius contemptible.” 

I knew one man, than whom, perhaps, another, 
more profound, prilliant, versatile, or mentally vigorous, 


did not, and does not, exist. 
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“Tf,” says a recent writer — “if we needed an in- 
stance or an example, more striking than any other with- 
in our memory, of genius, talent, health, learning, and 
abilities, sacrificed in the most wanton manner to. the 
demon of intemperance, we should take Maginn. The 
genial bacchanalian spirit which characterizes so many 
of his poems, and humorous prose pieces, burst forth 
eventually in a fearful flame, in his own soul — a flame 
which burned away energy and life. Not only the liter- 
ary man, but every one who, in his weary hours, is 
tempted to fly to ‘the cup’ to refresh his wasted ener- 
gies, may learn, by the example of Maginn, to distrust 
the treacherous consolation.” 

Nearly always “in liquor,” and constantly in difficul- 
ties, his life was a strange medley of dashing reckless- 
ness and secret misery. Puns distilled from his pen’s 
point like drops of quicksilver, and never sat he at that 
table which he did not set in “a roar.’ For months 
together, although earning large sums by his writings, 
he dared not venture abroad, except in darkness, for fear 
of arrest. And yet, even a grim catchpole could afford 
him a joke! Hear how he parodied Wordsworth’s 


celebrated “ Rainbow” lines :— 


‘«¢ My heart leaps up when I behold 
A bailiff in the street ; 
*T was so since from one first I ran; 
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Twas so even in the Isle of Man: 

"Twill be so even in Newgate’s hold, 
Or in the Fleet ! 

A trap is hateful to a man! 

And my whole course in life shall be 

Bent against them in just antipathy ! 


> 


In a recent number of the Irish Quarterly Review 
Dr. Maginn’s besetting sin is thus alluded to :— 

“He now turned for comfort and inspiration to the 
foul fiend brandy, which has been the cause of misery 
and death to so many men of genius. We regret the 
errors of Addison and Steele; we sigh at the recollec- 
tions of poor Moreland, the painter, working at his last 
picture, with a brush in one hand and a glass of brandy 
in the other —for he had arrived at that terrible condition 
in which reason could only reach him through intoxica- 
tion; and Maginn, not so fallen as this, sunk deeply. 
The weary hours of lonely watching brought no re- 
source but that which copious draughts of the liquid could 
supply. Health was fast fading away; the brightest 
years of life were past forever; and, as the dim future 
lowered, he gazed upon it under the influence of the 
demon which inthralled the brilliant souls of Addison, 
of Sheridan, of Charles Lamb, and which sent the 
once stalwart form of Theodore Hook, a miserable, 
wretched skeleton, to the grave. He was neglected by 


his own party; he was forgotten by many of his for- 
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mer friends ; and, as we looked upon his pitiable condi- 
tion, and compared what we then saw him with what 
he might have, and as we hoped would have been, we 
often recalled the fearful passage of Charles Lamb :— 
“<When you find a ticklish relish upon your tongue, 


disposing you to a witty sort of conversation, especially 


if you find a preternatural flow of ideas setting in upon 


SS ee 


you, at the sight of a bottle and fresh glasses, avoid 
giving way to it as you would fly your greatest de- 
struction. If you cannot crush the power of fancy, or 
that which you mistake for such, divert it— give it some 
other play. Write an essay, pen the character or de- 
scription; but not as I do now, with tears trickling down 
your cheeks. To be an object of compassion to friends, 
of derision to your foes; to be suspected by strangers, 
stared at by fools; to be esteemed dull when you can- 
not be witty; to be applauded for wit when you know 
that you have been dull; to be called upon for the ex- 
temporaneous exercise of that faculty which no pre- 
meditation can give; to be set on to provoke mirth 
which procures the procurer hatred; to give pleasure, 
and to be paid with squinting malice; to swallow the 
draughts of life-destroying wine which is to be dis- 
tilled into airy breath to tickle vain auditors; mortgage 
miserable morrows for nights of madness; to waste 


whole seas of time upon those who pay it back in little 
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inconsiderable drops of grudging applause, — are the 
wages of buffoonery and death.’ ” 

Maginn died in misery and destitution, when in the 
very prime of a “ wasted life.” 

The following anecdote respecting Dr. Maginn was 
communicated to me by a friend, and, as I believe it 
has never been published, I here present it as a speci- 
men of what drink will lead a man to do, even when 
the welfare of those nearest and dearest to him is con- 
cerned. 

Maginn had a daughter, to whom he was deeply and 
tenderly attached. She-was about to be married, but 
her father had no portion to give her. Suddenly, he 
determined to keep steady and work. He did so— 
abandoned drink, and soon earned enough to enable him 
to furnish a house splendidly for the young couple, who 
accordingly were united, and set off on the wedding 
tour, on their return from which they were to occupy 
their pretty new dwelling. 

On the evening after their marriage, Dr. Maginn 
walked to the well-furnished house — lounged on a sofa, 
and afterwards walked over the apartments, well pleased. 

“Ah,” said he, “I have some reason to be proud; 
all this is the work of my own hands.” Then he sent 
for a friend to come and admire it also, and after all 
had been inspected, the two sat down in the drawing 


room. 
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“Now,” said Maginn to the old woman who was left 
in care of the house and furniture, “go and fetch a 
bottle of brandy, and we'll drink the young couple’s 
health.” 3 

The spirit was fetched, and drank; and then more 
was procured. Other persons were also sent for, and 
the beautiful drawing room was soon converted into a 
scene of bacchanalian revelry. Songs were sung, 
speeches were made, and healths drank; and so it 
went on all night. The ball had now fairly been set in 
motion, and on it went. The doctor’s money was all 
gone; so article after article of furniture was sent out 
and pawned! Then went the piano—then sofas — 
beds — all but the chairs they sat on and the table. 
At last these went too, and the carousers sat on the 
floor round a punch bowl! Nor did they cease their 
revels until the bride came home to a house from which 
every article of furniture had been drank away! 

Man, whoever you are, — educated, intellectual though 
you be, —read the above and tremble. With the in- 
toxicating glass in your hand, Reason ceases to assert 
her claims; and safe though you may deem your- 
selves, remember that greater men than you have fallen, 
even whilst thinking their foothold most secure ! 

I repeat it—no man, how gifted soever he may be, 


is safe, if he indulges in drinking propensities. Stand 


LUshee SS 


3 


SES 


Sages erases 


Peryeeetetrs 


Aistiatescs 


- 
seoeesttee 


ra eeriage 


Senses 
sisragtaeet 


ogses 
setae! 


SHSTTT; 


aa 


102 PASSAGES FROM THE HISTORY 


in the very pulpit, if you will—even there you are 
insecure. I knew, some years ago, a preacher in Eng- 
Jand. He was the son, too, of a great preacher, and 
was himself truly eloquent. In appearance he was 
absolutely majestic, and his congregation idolized him. 
But he drank in secret; and by and by, as all such 
secrets will, this one oozed out, and he left his church 
in disgrace. 

What then? Better had it been for him that he had 
not been born! He sank never to rise again, and 
within two years from his occupying a pulpit, and 
preaching to crowded and fascinated assemblies, he be- 
came the orator of a pothouse. Incredible as it may 
appear, his favorite amusement, when drunk, was to 
mount a table and make a mock sermon to his besotted 
companions; more than that, to mimic his father’s 
voice and style. And I have been told by those who 
heard him on such occasions, that, despite the pernicious 
influences of beer and tobacco, he would occasionally 
exhibit magnificent bursts of eloquence, showing that 
the mind was beclouded, not destroyed. J never saw 
him thus myself, but I often heard him in his best days, 
and am glad that I did not witness the eclipse of such 
a star. 

The end of that ex-minister was fearful. He died, 
forlorn and raving, in a “worst inn’s worst room ;” 


and his case is by no means without a parallel. 
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But what need of multiplying instances such as 
these? I venture to assert that among my readers 
there is not one who cannot call to mind some one 
person or family known to him whose happiness has 
not been perilled by intemperance. 

Let me close this discursive chapter with another bit 
from this my fragmentary autobiography : — 


All day long I had been wandering through the 


crowded streets of the metropolis, — aimless, almost 


hopeless, — and with a strange, savage feeling growing 


upon me. I had experienced disappointment after 
disappointment, and began to regard all mankind as a 
common enemy. Suddenly, as I was looking into a 
cheap periodical shop window, I remembered my en- 
gagement with the Holywell Street publisher to write 
him the material for a Comic Almanac. The fall I had 
received, and my subsequent Station House adventure, 
had quite banished it from my mind; but now I re- 
joiced to think that all was not quite a blank. To be 
sure, when one is in circumstances of sorrow and dis- 
tress, it is hard to write at all, much more so to be 
funny on paper. But there was no help for it. I had 
undertaken the task, and received pay in advance; and 
so done it must be. Fortunately I had one shilling 


and sixpence left; with three pence I procured writing 
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utensils; the backs of old letters supplied paper; 


and sixpence I expended on a meal. Then I made up 


my mind to become, for a short time, the tenant of a 


common lodging house; and there the reader will find 


me in the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


COMMON LODGING-HOUSE EXPENSES. 


“ Facilis descensus Averni ; 
Sed revocare gradum, superasque evadere ad auras, 
Hoc opus, hic labor est.’? — VirGIL. 


‘¢ Heaven’s poor outcast, man! 
°Tis tempest all, or gloom ; in early youth, 
If gifted with the Ithuriel lance of truth, 
We force to start amid her feigned caress 
Vice-siren hag in native ugliness. 


But if our fond hearts call to pleasure’s bower 

Some pygmy folly in a careless hour, 

The faithless guest shall stamp the enchanted ground, 
And mingled forms of misery rise around.’? — CoLERIDGE. 


Aone! lonely amongst multitudes, I stood at the 
door of the common lodging house. It was situated 
in a dingy locality. There were dingy men lounging 
about the doors of the houses in the neighborhood — 
dingy, smoky-looking, unshaven men wherever your 
eye turned — gloomy girls, from whose faces was fast 
fading the flush of modesty: great, ignorant young men, 
who took tobacco continually, and were well acquainted 
with the vices sold in Holywell Street, and disguised 
in a penny newspaper. And there were children sit- 


ting by the gutter side — little children, with the “dew 
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of youth” on their brows, and brothers, prematurely 
old, swearing. Terrible sight! 

“ How much for a lodging to-night?” I asked of the 
erim-faced lady who looked out of a small square hole 
in the wall, which divided her own rooms from the en- 
trance passage. 

“Fourpence. Give me the money or the bed will 
be taken.” 

I paid the fourpence, and so was made free of ,the 
house ; and what a house it was! 

The “kitchen,” as it was called, was “parlor, kitchen 
and all,” for people dwelt continually in its gloomy re- 
cesses, and never went out into sunshine if they could 
help it. It was a congeries of small apartments which 
the poor eyes of their occupants magnified into drawing 
rooms. And how many pictures of faded respectabili- 
ty —of worn-out credit—of vanished honors — of 
loved and lost friends, stood out guiltless of frames, 
from that common lodging-house kitchen, who shall tell 7 

Whilst moodily musing in a corner on my changed 
condition, a man dressed in the working garb of a plumb- 
er came up to me, and insisted that, as I was a stran- 
ger, I should take a part of his humble dinner, which 
he had cooked before the blazing fire at one end of the 
room. JI looked shy at first, for it is by no means a safe 


thing to form hasty acquaintanceship in London ; but 
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accustomed to read faces, I saw something in his I could 
not distrust; so, insisting on finding the malt liquor to 
moisten the meal, I accepted the friendly invitation. 

Shall I ever forget the pleasant face of that before 
unknown friend, as he watched me at my meal? No! 
his memory is green in my brain — his kindness among 
the things that die not. Had he invited me to turtle 
and turbot, the pleasure would not have been half as 
great. Looking through Time’s reverted telescope, I 
spy among the nebule of the human hemisphere some 
cloudless stars; and bright and luminous among them 
is that humble friend of mine. 

After our meal, I was again left alone, and I employed 
my leisure in surveying my companions. I cannot tell 
why, but I retain very indistinct impressions of the 
mass of the persons who lived in this place. A few 
stand out distinct from the rest. Let me make shadowy 
pictures of them. 

One is a scholar ; he is sadly out at elbows; but there 
he sits poring over an old Greek Aischylus. He takes 
snuff prodigiously. I scrape acquaintance with him; 
but he looks at me suspiciously, grunts something 
quite unintelligible, takes a huge pinch of “ Scotch” 
from his old plaid vest pocket, —for he carries no box, 
— and dives into Auschylus again. He is evidently no 


companion for me. 
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Another is a little man, who I see to be lame, for his 
club foot is curled up awkwardly beneath the table. 
He is drawing the head of a horse. I say to him, “ You 
can draw, sir.” 

“A little,’ he says, dismally; and then the melan- 
choly painter goes to work again. 

There he is, a poor, patient man. He has to sell 
that picture of a horse’s head to some one in St. Mar- 
tin’s Lane. He had beena fine artist once, (so he says,) 
but he did not much care for fame, and trifled with his 
pencil. Bending with anxious eyes over the paper on 
which he is tracing really spirited sketches, he weeps. 
His thoughts fly back to what he was. 

Another picture. There is a man who cannot be 
disguised. Ask him to take a pint of porter, and the 
answer is “no.” One feels his misery, and is delicate 
therefore. He looks, just in the gloom of the evening, 
over the barrier of our kitchen coffee box, and asks me 
to lend him sixpence. 

Of course I do so, and I slip it into his. trembling 
hand — trembling from the sense of something he has 
been of late unused to. It is my last money, but Z can- 
not help giving it. He glides out. | 
Shall I follow this man? 

Ga: 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 109 


He is a broken-down lawyer. He slinks from the 
common lodging house, creeps alongside the wall, shuns 
the gas, and dives somewhere, no matter where. 


Yes, it 2s of some matter. He shrinks into a lonely 


place, and takes a dram. 
3 


I get back to the miserable place in Charles Street, 
Drury Lane. It is twelve o’clock, and the house must 
be kept quiet; so the lawyer and the painter go up to 
their beds. So dol. 

And now, reader, I will give you some idea of my 
position. 

Fancy a room, about the size of a small oblong par- 
lor, with beds along every wall, and lots of occupants 
for them. Imagine that you are on a piece of wood, 
resembling a knife board in breadth, and that alongside 
you are gentlemen discoursing quietly among them- 
selves, on subjects which are not interesting. Then 
hear, in your ideas, a poor, pale, impatient man, who 
turns uneasily on his pillow, and coughs, coughs, so ter- 
ribly that were you a believer in the curability of con- 
sumption, you would be soon converted from the error 
of quacks. A Welshman, who is a piano-forte maker, 
and a capital workman, lies not far off, spluttering 
Welsh; and the Welsh language in liquor is a very 


hard dialect to understand. 


8 


110 PASSAGES FROM THE HISTORY 


Two drunken men are quarrelling and swearing 
awfully. I expect every moment that they will get up 
and “have it out.” Two others are telling of their 
sprees, and at last ensues a series of groans and snores, 
which are, if possible, worse than the preceding noises. 


Add to all these annoyances a hot, stifling atmosphere, 


and you will have some idea of my bed-room comforts. 


Sut the subject is by no means agreeable, and here 


I close this short chapter. 
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CHAPTER IX. 


THE COMMON LODGING HOUSE, CONTINUED.— STORY 
OF A LOST GENIUS. 


‘¢ Gaze on some mighty, mouldering fane, 
Whose walls are wreathed with ivy green, 
With only its old monkish name 
To tell of life that there hath been ; 
See where, amid the massive walls, 
Are fragments of the traceries light ; 
How from the broken oriel falls 
Some shaft, like pendent stalactite ! 
A mournful glory hangs around 
O’er perished arch and ruined shrine ; 
And serpents creep along the ground, 
Where all things once seemed half divine! 
But, sad although the sight appears, 
Not half the sadness here we find 
As when we look, through falling tears, 
Upon the ruins or a minp!”?— J. R. Drx. 


At length I sunk into a sound sleep, from which I 
was awakened in the morning, about five o’clock, by 
the getting up of those men who had to snatch an early 
breakfast and be at their work by’six. I was glad 
enough to leave the room too, for its atmosphere, as 
I have hinted, was by no means healthy or pleasant: 
so I hastily dressed, and going to a neighboring coffee 
house, solaced myself with some tea and the morning 


papers. After that I returned to my lodgings — busied 
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myself on the “Comic Almanac” — went out again to 
dinner — and again set to work until the evening. ‘The 
history of a day among the idlers there I may give 
some other time; at present I wish to relate an occur- 
rence that caused me to call vividly to mind remi- 
niscences of one who not long ago filled a large space in 
the eye of the London literary public, and whose history 
was touching indeed. 

Among the inhabitants of that common lodging 
house there were several who stood out conspicuously 
from the common herd. Spite of the disguise of thread- 
bare clothing, brushed into something like decency, I 
could not but perceive that the wearers of these habili- 
ments had once moved in a very different sphere to 
that which they now occupied. And the causes, too, 
of such sinkings in life were, in most cases, easily 
to be divined. The bloated face, the dull glassy eye, 
the furtive glance at strangers, the tremulous gait — 
all spoke of ravages which had been produced by other 
causes than those of time. Indeed, the flight of years 
could not have produced such effects; for inexorable 
and wearing as fleeting days and months ,are, their 
natural results differ very widely from those which are 
caused by an abuse of the powers of nature. Besides 
this, many, nay, nearly all the persons to whom I am 


alluding, were still young; and the “dew of youth,” but 
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for dissipation, might yet have glistened on their fore- 
heads. 

Sitting moodily, here and there, indeed, were to be 
seen men whom real misfortune, but not self-inflicted, 
had branded with its burning touch — white-headed, 
querulous persons, who seemed to shrink from all asso- 
ciation with others, and evidently felt disgraced by 
even unavoidable contact with them. Some of these, I 
learned in the course of my sojourn, had been driven to 
this sad refuge for helpless old age, not by their own 
intemperance and dissipation, but by that of persons 
connected with them either by blood or by some one 
of those circumstances to which all who have to earn 
their daily bread are liable. And greatly were these 
men to be commiserated; for the recollection of better 
days ever haunted them, and made their present position 
less endurable than it otherwise might have been. 

“Better days!” Two more melancholy, heart- 
breaking words cannot, I conceive, be uttered. “ Ah, 
sir, I have seen better days,” is often and again the 
moan of some poor soul who craves our charity. And 
how much of misery do they imply !— hopes crushed ; 
youth passed; ambition quenched; wealth scattered ; 
families parted; comfort, joy, forever and forever gone ; 
all these, and much more, are included in these two 


words — better days. 
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Examples, as I have intimated, of the blighting effects 
of intemperance were rife enough in the place I now 
called a home; and as examples, we are told, are 
more effective than precepts, so I, from several of the 
romances of real life which I became acquainted with, 
Shall now select one as a warning. The reader may 
be assured that the narration I am about to give is strict- 
ly true. For the sake of a few living connections of 
the individual who is its subject, I have taken the war- 
rantable liberty of altering names and places. In other 
respects, I have adhered strictly to facts. 

Late on my second night, not long before the hour 
of closing, a stranger entered the lodging house, and sat 
gloomily on a bench near the fire. He had the ap- 
pearance of a broken-down mechanie, as indeed he was. 
For some time he sat gazing into the glowing embers, 
ruefully enough, I thought; but he spoke to no one, and 
seemed to edge away from those near, as if he feared 
them. 

Such a sight was by no means uncommon in that 
place, for a large fire was always kept blazing away ; 
and glad enough was many a street wanderer, on a cold 
or wet night, to creep to its warmth and brightness. 
Presently, however, the superintendent of the house 
came in, and observing him, demanded the money for 
his night’s lodging. This was to be always paid in 


advance. 
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“Wull ye no be trusting me till the morn’s morn?” 
asked the stranger, in a strong, broad Scottish accent. 

It was evident that most of the other lodgers consid- 
ered the poor Scotchman remarkably verdant, for many 
of them winked knowingly at each other, and one, in 
the language of Tom Inguldsby, “put his thumb unto 
his nose, and spread his fingers out;” in other- words, 
he expressed his sense of the absurdity of such a re- 
quest, by “taking a sight.” The idea of asking for 
trust there / 


99 


“ Come, pay fourpence or tramp!” said the superin- 
tendent, roughly. 

“For God’s sake,” urged the poor man, “just gie me 
a lodging the nicht, an’ Pll no forget ye. I’ve walked 
thirty miles since noon, and have tasted neither bit 
nor sup.” 

But it was of no use; he might as well have appealed 
to the hearthstone as to that grim janitor. There 
were some, however, present, who were struck by the 
poor fellow’s piteous appeal; and the rain paitering 
heavily, at that moment, on the skylight overhead, 
seemed as if it specially came to decide that something 
must be done. 

I took my hat from the peg above me, flung into it a 
penny, and then went round to raise a subscription for 


the Scotchman. The requisite sum, and something 
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over, Was soon given, and with more cheerfulness, too, 
than I have seen sovereigns subscribed by many rich 
folk. Then a man went to his little cupboard, and got 
some bread and cheese, and another glided from the 
room, and presently came back with a jug of beer. 
Gratefully were these benefactions received; anda pipe 
of tobacco afterwards made the poor wanderer of Cale- 
donia happy. 

The next morning this Scotchman came to the table 
where I sat writing, and, with tears in his eyes, thanked 
me for my effort in his favor on the preceding night. 
Isoon found that he was a most intelligent man, and 
we fell into conversation; the more readily, perhaps, 
because, as I informed him, I had myself some Scotch 
blood in my veins. I found out, too, that he was well 
read in modern literature, and that his trade was that 
of a compositor. 

We talked of Burns, of Tannahill, of Allan Ram- 
say, of Fergusson, and other Scottish poets, with great 
gusto; and then he began to lament over the misfor- 
tunes of genius. 

“Just before I left Dundee,” he remarked, (I pur- 
posely omit his broad Scottish terms, as the reader might 
find it difficult to comprehend such,) “I saw enough to 
sicken one of being a poet. You may have heard of 
William Allan.” 
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“Heard of him! why,” said I, “I knew him inti- 
mately. Many’s the tumbler of whiskey punch we have 
discussed together.” 

“Poor fellow! he’ll drink no more—he died a 
fortnight ago in Dundee; I saw him buried,” he said, 
sadly. 

I had not heard before of the death of William AL 
lan; but I was not surprised, neither will the reader be, 
when I relate the touching history of that poor man 
and true poet. His career affords a lesson so pregnant 
with warning to the sons of genius, that I make no 
apology for penning the following reminiscence of a 
truly “wasted life’ As I before intimated, I shall 
suppress his real name, in deference to the feelings of 
some who survive him. 


Here then, is my reminiscence of 


@ Lost Gruing. 


It is now more than seven years ago that I first be- 
came acquainted with the writings of William Allan. 
A publisher in this city of Boston, where I am penning 
these memorials, placed one day in my hand a, thin, 
handsomely bound volume, and asked whether I thought 
a reprint would sell in America. 


I read the book. The story of the poor author, as 
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related by himself, strongly impressed me, for it was 
one of the most terrible tales of privation and suffering 
I had ever heard of. The author described himself as 
having been an operative weaver at a small town in 
Scotland; but from having met with an accident, his 
labor became insufficient to provide for his wife and 
three young children. It happéned that some poems 
which he had sent to a local journal attracted atten- 
| tion, and the poor poet, like many before him, fancied 
that he might gain fame and fortune in London. So 
he left his loom, and with a little money, his wife and 
bairns, and a much-prized flute, commenced a long, 
weary foot-march to the metropolis. 

On the road his sufferings were great. His infant 
child died one night, as the miserable family huddled 
together under a tree; for other refuge had they none. 
Then, harassed and worn out, his wife expired; and 
the widower, with two little boys, at length reached 
London. But,alas! he soon found, that without friends, 
money, or influence, the metropolis is the most terrible 
place in the world for a poor literary man. 

At length the tide turned. He had contributed some 
pieces to a certain periodical, which chanced to arrest 

' the attention of a rich Scottish gentleman, who sought 
for and patronized the poet. The result was, that some 


publishers in London brought out the volume to which 
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T have alluded, and the pathetic story of the poor poet 
instantly attracted notice. 

He now became a “lion,” and as such, though his 
pecuniary prospects were improved, the downward path 
to his grave really commenced. His portrait was pub- 
lished in the Illustrated London News; his songs were 
set to music, and he himself was petted by ladies, who, 
like Mrs. Leo Hunter, were fond of patronizing novel- 
ties. Editors called him “a second Burns” — some 
compared him to Bloomfield; and all declared him a 
prodigy. There was scarcely a gay literary party in 
London to which he was not a welcome guest. 

And just as Robert Burns was ruined by being idol- 


so Allan’s 


ized in Edinburgh,—I mean morally, 
ntrance into gay “London circles was his destruction. 
He now married again, took a house, and another 
sudden and unexpected turn of fortune in his favor 
placed him in a position which, but for the intemperate 
habits he had acquired among his gay acquaintance, 
might have insured him the comforts, if not the luxu- 
ries, of life. 

One of his books went to the East Indies, and a 
number of Scotch gentlemen there were so touched by 
the pathetic narrative of their countryman, that they 
subscribed a sum of six hundred pounds, ($3000,) and 


forwarded it to him. He had previously purchased a 
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loom, with the intention of pursuing his vocation in 
London; but, alas! this sudden accession of wealth 
soon put an end to all industry. 

It was about nine months after he had received this 
money that I became personally acquainted with him. 
So, having thus sketched his previous history, I will 
now communicate to the reader my own recollections 
of this talented but unfortunate son of song. 

My introduction to Allan took place under the fol- 
lowing circumstances : — 

Whilst visiting William and Mary Howitt, at their 
then residence, “The Elms,” in Lower Clapton, at the 
eastern part of London, the conversation turned upon 
Scotch poets; and among them William Allan was 
mentioned, as the latest instance of genius triumphing 
over difficulties. 

On my mentioning that I had never seen the poet 
himself, a gentleman present very kindly offered to 
introduce me to him. That offer, however, I declined ; 
for I by no means like to stare at literary prodigies. 
The impertinence of some people in this way is pro- 
digious, as the following circumstance, which just at 
this moment occurs to me, will show: — 

I was one day sitting with a very celebrated tem- 


perance lecturer, in his parlor, in this very city of 


OF 


Boston, when two ladies were announced as wishing 


to see Mr. G——. 


politely asked to be seated. 


Of course Mr. G 
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They were shown up stairs, and 


and myself suspended our con- 


versation in order to afford the ladies an opportunity 


of stating the object of their visit. 


mute and motionless, staring at G 
y) 5D 


But there they sat, 


most intently, 


much to the surprise of us gentlemen. 


The ladies were, one of them middle-aged, the other 


perhaps about twenty; both were extremely well 


dressed, and far from ill looking. 


Five minutes passed away, and still there sat they 


stiff and staring. I began to imagine that they con- 


stituted a deputation from some deaf and dumb institu- 


tion, and had a strong idea of the propriety of calling 


up a lady inmate of the house, who could communicate 


with them by signs. 


Another five minutes of continuous staring at G—— 


and then the spell was broken. 


b) 


The elder lady found her toneue, and said. — 
fo) 5, >] 


“Mr. G 


and just wanted to see you.” 


Not a word more! 


, we had heard a great deal about you, 


Then they rose, left the room, and departed, both 


G 


accompany them to the street door. 


and myself beifig too much surprised even to 
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Cool, was it not, gentle reader? Who the ladies 
were, we never learned; but certain am I that more 
inveterate curiosity-hunters it would be impossible to 
find. 

To resume :— 

Some weeks subsequent to this offer of introduction, 
I by accident fell in with a brother scribbler, who, in 
the course of conversation, said, — 


“By the way, Allan wants to know you; he has 


read your ‘ Life of C , and wishes to make your 
acquaintance. I am going to his house next Saturday 
evening, and will take you, if you will accompany me.” 

Under such circumstances, of course, I was only too 
happy to pay a visit to the “Weaver Poet,” as he was 
now styled, and I made the engagement to call on him 
with my friend. 

Accordingly, a few evenings afterwards, P—— and 
myself proceeded to his dwelling, which was situated, 
we were told, not far from the celebrated White Con- 
duit House, Islington. It was just at the “gloamin,” as 


the Scotch call it, or the twilight, when we reached the 


door, as we thought, for P. had himself received 

but a vague direction from Allan in the street, and, like 

myself, was almost a stranger to that part of London. 
We soon discovered that we had rapped at the 


wrong dwelling, and therefore were “quite at fault,” as 
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P 


he remembered the number was 23 somewhere. 


had forgotten the name of the street, although 


We strolled a little farther on, and then, seeing a 
gin palace at the corner of a street, I walked across the 
road, and entered it; for both of us were’ well aware 
that Allan had become a frequent visitor at such places, 
and we thought that in one of them we might probably 
discover his whereabouts. 

Nor were we wrong in our conjecture. On entering 
the gin shop, we saw one of those boys who are only to 
be found in London. He was employed in polishing 
pewter pots with a piece of leather, which vessels, as 
they were finished, were filled with porter by the 
landlord. 

“Do you know,” I asked, “where a person named 
Allan resides, in this neighborhood ?” 

“Shud rayther think I did,” said the potboy, looking 
knowingly — as indeed do all of his tribe; and he 
added, — 

“A little lame cove, he as you vants —ain’t it ?” 

“'That’s the man,” remarked P——. 

“Scotchman?” interrogated the boy. 

“Yes, a Scotch gentleman,” said P——. 

“Vell, ['m jist a-goin to he’s crib,” continued the 
lad. “He’s a stunner—he is. Three bottles of vite 
tape and ten pots o’ haf an haf a’ready to-night, and 


more a-goin.” 
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Now, by this, the young gentleman meant to imply 
that he had already taken three bottles of gin and ten 
quarts of half and half (a mixture of beer and porter) 
to Mr. Allan’s house —a pretty certain indication, I 
thought, that a “moist” evening was to be spent. 

“ He’ve a got a party o’ swells over there — s’pose you 
be a-goin too — come on, then, my tulips — this vay.” 


So we followed the boy, who was laden with a large 


supply of potables, and presently we reached 28 C e 
Place, B 


ing for. 


y Road—the place we had been steer- 


As soon as the lad had departed, we gave the knocker 
a shake, and the door was speedily opened by a drab- 
bishly-dressed woman, with a great bouncing baby in 


mentioned our names, which must 


her arms. P 
have been heard from inside, for a broad Scotch voice 
rolled out towards us, together with volumes of tobacco 
smoke, — 

“ Ooom in—coom in!” 


“ Ah, that’s Allan’s voice,” said P. 


; and we en- 
tered. 

The room into which we were invited was-a small 
parlor facing the street. It was still dusk, and candles 
had not yet been lighted, so that it was next to im- 
possible to see how many persons were present. In- 


deed, I had not time to investigate that question just 


dl 
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then; for no sooner had I got into the room than a short, 
stout man limped up to me with a hearty welcome, and 
I felt my hand clasped in another, which seemed to 
have a gripe like that of a vice. 


“Tm varra glad to see you, Mr. , varra glad! 
I read your buke, and am delighted to make your 
acquaint. Set doon, man, set doon! Jeannie, bring 
some candles.” 

The lights came, and then I had a better view of the 
little parlor and its occupants—at least as good a 
glance as I could catch through the haze of tobacco 
smoke. The table was covered with bottles, pewter 
pots in various stages of emptiness, glasses of all 
sizes, tobacco boxes, and pipes. It was plainly to be 
seen that I was “in for a night of it;” that is, for, as 
Allan himself said, “a literary fuddle.” Could I have 
retired, I would have done so, for tobacco smoke is my 
abhorrence; but the liquor might wash that down: 
so I sat beside the Scotch poet, and had an opportunity 
of seeing “what manner of man he was.” 

But I fear this chapter has exceeded its due limits: 
so the remainder of this reminiscence—the sad re- 
mainder — must be concluded in my next. 
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CHAPTER X. 
THE STORY OF A LOST GENIUS, CONCLUDED. 


«‘ Naked and friendless, to the world exposed, 
Now every scene of happiness is closed. 
My mind’s distressed, and racked with anguish drear ; 
Adown my cheek oft flows the falling tear. 
My native place I ne’er again shall see, 
Condemned to bitter want and misery: 
Life’s thorny path incautiously I’ve trod, 
And bitterly I feel the chastening rod.” —CHaTTERTON. 


‘¢ My prudent neighbors (who can read) could see 
Another Savage to be starved in me.” — Inip. 


Fancy, reader, a man much below the ordinary 
stature of humanity, with a chest which might have 
seemed symmetrical, had it been attached to a six- 
footer. Then think of a head well shaped, and covered 
with hair of a color between sandy and flaxen; which 
hair is tossed about in all directions, revealing a fore- 
head broad and high, and ploughed all across, from 
temple to temple, with furrows, which trouble and time 
have united to deepen. 

Then imagine, beneath large, bushy brows, a pair of 

gray eyes, now twinkling with fun, and the next mo- 
ment charged with melancholy. These eyes have those 


certain indications of coming age, which ladies and 
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gentlemen of a certain period of life seek to hide, termed 


oP] 


“ crowsfeet.”. The upper lids are large and heavy; 
the lower seamed with parallel lines; and both are 
fringed with light eyelashes, these being scanty, as 
though many tears had washed some portions away. 

The nose is long and large, tanned with exposure to 
sun and wind, and freckled thickly. Beneath it is the 
most characteristic feature of the whole face,— the 
mouth, — which is amazingly expressive. Somewhat 
long in the upper lip, and slightly convex, it approaches 
in shape that of Walter Scott’s. About the angles 
there sometimes is betrayed a lurking humor, but more 
frequently these corners of the mouth have a “down- 
ward drag,” which conveys the idea of pain, or of 
sadness, or both. Altogether, the face is open and 
manly, with thought written on its every lineament. 

With that large, broad chest, and those long, muscu- 
lar arms, it may well be supposed that, had it not been 
for Allan’s lameness, he would have been capable of 
great bodily strength. The unfortunate limp, however, 
sadly crippled him, for the right leg was considerably 
shorter than the left, and he walked difficultly with the 
aid of a stick. Standing, he looked short; but when 
seated, he might have been taken for a tall man, the 
body being so disproportionately long. 


He was well dressed. The only ornament I per- 
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ceived about his person was a small gold chain, to which 
was attached a watch of the same metal. 

Among the other guests present were the editor of a 
notorious Chartist newspaper, — a lean, and hungry-look- 
ing fellow, who lay half drunk on a sofa,—and a poor 
gentleman who had written a volume which ruined him. 
These, too, I was afterwards informed, were regular 
hangers-on of Allan’s — that is, so long as his money last- 
ed; and it may easily be imagined that what with drink- 
ing parties, no work, — for the loom was at length utterly 
abandoned, — and evenings spent at taverns, the six 
hundred pounds quickly melted away. As soon as pov- 
erty once more came in at Allan’s door, these “ dear 
friends” of the poet’s darkened his gates no longer. 
The other visitors were, I fancied, greater admirers of 
potations than poetry ; so they sponged on the Weaver 
Poet, drank his liquors, praised his verses — and then 
were seen no more. 

That night a perfect revel was held. It had only 
Allan’s conversational powers— and they were very 
ereat —to redeem it from being a mere animal and 
drunken debauch. At last he failed too, and it was piti- 
able to see a man of his genius helpless and idiotic. 
Some one has said that “those who drink beer will think 
beer ;” and most assuredly there was “ small beer” 


enough in the talk as midnight drew on. Now and 
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then, Allan took up his flute and played a Scotch air to 
us; but he soon got beyond the power of even music 
to charm. 

And this was the man who had suffered so much — 
who had written so touchingly of his poor dead wife and 
child — the writer who had drawn tears from many an 
eye! 0, fatal patronage that had lifted him into spheres 
where his vanity had been flattered and his vigor de- 
stroyed. It is useless now to tell what should have been 
done for him: let his subsequent fate be a warning to 
patrons as well as to poets! 

After this visit, I several times called at Allan’s 
dwelling, where I seldom, however, found him; but in 
the parlor of a tavern hard by he was generally to be 
seen, drinking gin and water, and delighting those 
around him by his flashes of wit. Then, for some 
months, I lost sight of him altogether, as I quitted 
London for a distant city. 

After my return to the metropolis, being one morning 
in the vicinity of his dwelling, I thought I would give 
him a look in. So I proceeded to C e Place; but 
the poet was no longer there. The house was closed, 
and all the shutters up. I called at the gin shop where 


I had formerly inquired about his residence, to see if I 


could hear where he now dwelt. 


Some such a conversation as the following ensued 


s 
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between myself and the landlord, who, as on the former 
occasion, was busy in drawing liquors : — 

“J want to know if you can tell me where Mr. Allan 
has gone.” 

The publican stared at me with his great eyes, 
measured me from head to foot, and said savagely, — 

“To the devil, for what I care.” 

“He used to deal with you,” I said, civilly, “ and so 
I fancied you might tell.” 

“J wish I did know where he was, for ve got a 
pretty stiff score agin him. He bolted one night, and 
that’s all I know, mister,” said the burly beer seller — 
the very person who had made many and many a pound 
by the missing man. 

Seeing I could procure no information from the pub- 
lican, I went away, and all other inquiries I afterwards 
made in that neighborhood were fruitless. 

But some weeks afterwards, just about noon, as I was 
hurrying along a solitary street in another part of the 
great city, all at once I came upon Allan. 

What a change appeared in him since last we had met! 
The glossy coat of black broadcloth had vanished, and 
in its place appeared a dingy gray garment, patched and 
weather-stained. No longer over the handsome plaid 

waistcoat meandered the golden chain — no more ticked 


the watch in his forlorn pocket! On his head was a very 
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battered hat, and his face had frightfully fallen in. He 
labored under a frequent, distressing cough, and his 
limbs quivered. 

Red and raw were his lips; and his eyes had that 
bleared appearance which long indulgence in ardent 
spirits invariably produces. 

“Why, Allan,” I asked in surprise, “can this be 
you 2?” 

“Kh, mon,” he answered, shaking his head, “it’s 
Just what’s left of me, and that isn’t much; look here.” 

He bared his arm a little; it was shrunk so that the 
sinews stood out in strong relief—and it had been so 
stout and strong once! 

I did not like to talk to him about his altered cir- 
cumstances, but he touched on the subject of his own 
accord. 

Pulling a book from his pocket, he held it before me. 
It was one of his own volumes of poems. He said 
bitterly, — 

“Isn’t it hard that I should be obliged to peddle my 
own book to get a dinner for Jeannie and the bairns? 
But P’'m obliged to do it, for we have not a bannock in 
the hoose.” 

He then told me he was waiting for a baker, who 
usually came by daily at that hour. The man was a 


fellow-countryman, and he cherished the almost forlorn 
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hope that he might barter his verses for bread for 
his family. 

Happily, I then was enabled to prevent such a bar- 
gain; and begging him to take my arm, I walked home 
with him. 

No sooner was his step and the thump of his stick 
heard on the threshold of the obscure cottage in which 
he now lived, than Jeannie came forward; but seeing 
me, she colored up, and would have shrunk back. Poor 
thing! she had evidently hurried towards her husband 
to know if he had been successful in his errand. 

“Come along, Jeannie,” he said, feebly; “it’s all 
right.” And then he dragged me in after him, for I 
was loath to intrude upon his privacy at such a time. 

First speaking to his wife, who went out to procure 
food, he called from the foot of the staircase, — 

“ Wullie!” 

And a fine, bright-faced lad hurried down. It was 
his eldest son. 

“Here, Wullie,” he said, giving the boy sixpence, 
“go quickly and get a half quartern of rum and half a 
pound of oatmeal.” 

As soon as the lad came back, he mixed the spirit 
with some of the meal, and drank it greedily. 

“Tt’s all I live on now,” he said, as his poor dull eye 
began to flash up from the effects of the stimulant. 


yes able 
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“Kh, mon!” he added, “I must have had an iron 
constitution to have gone through what I have.” 

When the wife came back, I noticed that poor Allan’s 
troubles were to be increased by an addition to his 
already too numerous family. This, as he afterwards 
told me, weighed heavily on his mind. But, alas! the 
prospect. of increased expenses could not now control his 
fatal appetite. Lung disease had so far advanced, that 
all desire for solid food was gone, and, as we have seen, 
oatmeal and rum were his daily victuals and drink. 

It was now, when “heart and flesh” were failing, 
that he began to bitterly repent the extravagance and 
folly which had led to his utter destitution. It was too 
late for him to aid them by his pen, for all power of 
composition had departed. He still hoped that a return 
to Scotland might invigorate him; and a few tried and 
true friends set to work, and raised a subscription to 
enable him to revisit the scenes of his youth. For my 
own part, I scarcely thought he would get through the 
journey; but, as will presently be seen, in this he 
succeeded. 

One bright afternoon I went to see him. He was 
sitting in the sunshine at his doorstep. Drums and 
trumpets were sounding from a little distance off, for an 
annual fair was being held. He begged that I would 


give him the help of my arm, as he wished to take his 
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children to the gingerbread stalls. I of course com- 
plied with his request. At a booth he bought some 
“ sweeties,” as he called them, for the “bairnies ;” then 
he tottered home again, with my assistance. I left him 
soon afterwards, and we never met again. 

Enabled so to do by the friendly aid I have ‘alluded 
to, he proceeded with his family, now of four children, 
to Scotland. There he rallied a little, but the change 
for the better was only of short duration. 

On reaching Dundee, his liquor-drinking propensities 
painfully increased, and whiskey was what he could not 
refuse. Soon after he had settled at home, a banquet 
vas given in his honor by some of his admiring coun- 
trymen. QO, solemn mockery of a dying man! 

On that occasion he primed himself for a great 
effort, and made a speech, in which he said that, during 
that home visit, he felt “like a bird fluttering round its 
forsaken nest.” J luttering, indeed! for that dinner, 
“oiven in his honor,” finished the tragedy of his life. 
Soon afterwards, at the age of forty-two, he died in 
poverty and want, in Croft Lane, Dundee. 

Despite his habits, his wife clung to him to the last, 
and though worn down with grief and anxiety, insisted, 
careless of remonstrances, in following his remains to 
the grave. It was a wet day. Poor Jean went home 


to a sick bed — was attacked by typhus fever of a very 
y ty} 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 


malignant character; and six weeks after her husband’s 
burial, she was laid beside him. What became of the 
orphans I know not. 

So ended the career of one who, but for intemper- 
ance, might have now been living an ornament to 
literature, and the darling of his kindred. And how 
many bright spirits, like his, have been extinguished by 
the bottle! Looking back on the list of my own old 
school and college companions, there are scores whom I 
know to have perished from brandy. “ Where are 
they?” Echo answers, “ Where ?” 

Perhaps some reader of the above sad history may 
say, “It was merely the sudden elevation of a poor 
man of poetic power which dazzled and bewildered 
him to his ruin—a man continually moving in good 
society could never so have fallen. A greater mind 
would have avoided the peril into which Allan sank.” 

Indeed, good friend, you are mistaken. There are 
instances, and many, too, of some of the most polished 
individuals of the age having been cast down from 
their high estate by the devil of intemperance. Some 
years ago I knew one, who was born among the élite of 
society, and who all through his days moved in the 
“first circles.” His works are among the most polished 


productions of the age; and his lyrics are perhaps the 
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finest in the language. His death was hastened by in- 
temperance; for, so far did he go in his latter days, 
that I have known him at a public dinner to be so drunk, 
before the cloth was removed, that he had to be taken 


away by his friends. I myself have seen him, at ten 


printing office, whilst in a state of maudlin intoxication. 
There is no condition exempt from the influences of the 
wine cup, and generally the more elevated the position, 
the more terrible the fall. Such scenes of moral deg- 


radation are indeed sufficient 


‘To make men tremble who never weep.” 
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CHAPTER XI. 


I BECOME A PROFESSOR OF “HIGH ART.” —A SPEC- 
ULATION IN VALENTINES. 


‘© T see an unreached heaven of young desire 
Shine through my hopeless tears. My drooping sails 
Flap idly ’gainst the mast of my intent. 
I rot upon the waters, when my prow 
Should grate the golden isles.”” — Auex. Smrru. 


‘¢ Sir: I have a shop for literary wares, where you may be suited from a 
sermon to a sonnet. We keep a pack of rhyming rascals, who shall be at your 
bidding — or, mayhap, you want an epitaph? ?”? — Foorr. 


b) 


Tue “Comic Almanac,” of which I spoke in a for- 
mer chapter, was at length completed. Heaven knows 
the affair was but miserably ludicrous, for how was it 
possible to write “as funny as one could,” as Holmes 
says, when surrounded on all sides by poverty and 
destitution? And besides that, malt liquor, of which 
I now partook in large quantities, was not at all calcu- 
lated to inspire one. 

However, done the work was, and paid for, the 
money all spent, and utter destitution again stared me in 
the face. 

I have stated that one of the inmates of the common 
lodging house was. an artist, and earned a poor existence 


by selling water-color drawings. One rainy morning, 
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while confined within doors, we, both of us, were lament- 


ing our want of funds, and consequently the lack of that 


which funds alone could procure, — a dinner, — when a 


bright idea suggested itself to H——. 


99 


“T tell you what,” said he, “you have a knack of 
writing rhymes rapidly about any thing,and J can paint 
showy caricatures. Now, you know, this is the middle 
of January, and Valentine’s day will soon be here — do 
you see?” 

“You mean,” I remarked, “that we should get up 
valentines between us, and sell them to the retailers?” 

“Not a bit of it—very little money could be made 
in that way.” 

“What then do you propose?” 

“Just this—we will get up original valentines for 
any one who chooses to apply for them.” 

“But then,” said I, “that mode of doing business 
would require a place where applicants may call; and 
how could we rent a room, who haven’t enough to buy 


bread and cheese for our next meal? Besides, paper 


must be procured, and In short, your plan does 
not seem to me feasible.” 

The conversation then dropped, but the subject of 
it still retained some hold on my imagination. Cer- 
tainly, I considered, if any means of starting in such a 


vocation were procured, something might be made; for 
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valentine sending among the middle and lower classes 
of London was as much in vogue as ever. Taking ad- 
vantage of a pause in the storm, I strolled into the by- 
streets of the neighborhood, and forgetful of whither I 
was wandering, found myself, at last, in the midst of a 
labyrinth of lanes, crowded with people who were 
attending a sort of universal market. 

A strange place it was. Old clothes appeared to be 
the staple article of traffic, but every article under the 
sun, of a second-hand character, was huddled together 
in paneless windows. There, castaway tools, broken 
glass, old books, bottles, fragments of household fur- 
niture, fried fish,—more matters, indeed, than I can re- 
member, — were exposed for sale. The customers were 
of as motley a character as the wares — Jews being 
predominant. It seemed as though every article that 
could not find a sale in any other neighborhood was 
brought thither, and made a source of profit. 

There is a certain class of tradesmen in London 
called “marine store dealers;” and such, by an act of 
Parliament, are compelled to have their names, in let- 
ters of one inch and a half long, on some conspicuous 
place over their doors. A pretty heavy penalty is the 
result of non-attention to this law, which was made to 
prevent mere receivers of stolen goods from openly 


pursuing their traffic; for these store shops purchase 
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any thing that may be brought to them, and ask no 
questions. In order to defeat the law as far as pos- 
sible, the lower order of this class of dealers have 
their names, and the words “licensed dealers in marine 
stores,” painted in long, very thin characters, so that, 
although they may be of the required length, being of 
a hair-line breadth, they are scarcely discernible. So 
much for this explanation, which is necessary to ac- 
count for what follows. 

As I sauntered along, I noticed that almost every 
third marine store dealer had omitted to comply with 
the regulations of the law. Now, whether this omis- 
sion was the result of ignorance or intention to defraud, 
I did not know, and it was none of my business; but it 
struck me that, if I could get the job of lettering for 
these offenders against legal majesty, I might do a 
good office for them and for myself at the same time; 
so I boldly determined to offer my services as a sign 
painter. 

No sooner was the determination formed than I 
proceeded to carry it into execution. No one, thought 
I to myself, knows me here, and what harm can there 
be in earning an honest shilling by the use of ,a brush? 
many a one have I got by my pen, and where is the 
mighty difference? I confess, though, I should not 


have cared for any of my former acquaintance seeing 
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me commencing my artistic career in so very humble a 
branch of art. 

I knew very well that it would not do to ask for 
such employment as though, I really needed it; indeed, 
one should never swpplicate for work in any branch of 
Jabor. Men who really want seldom obtain; while 
your don’t-care-about-it chaps are almost invariably 
successful. 

So I walked boldly into one of these nameless shops. 
A tall, gaunt, pale-looking young man, with a fuzzy 
hair cap on his head, a short black pipe in his mouth, 
and ragged clothes all over rust, and with a thievish- 
aspected dog beside him, was weighing out a parcel of 
kitchen stuff, which a frowsy-headed girl had just offered 
for sale. 

“ Do you know,” said I, with a bold look —“do you 
know that the police hereabouts have sharp eyes?” 

“What do I care for the 


police?” he growled ; 
“there’s nout (he was from Staffordshire) here they 
can lay hands on ;” and he looked round the shop. 

“ Nothing but you,” I said, “and you'll have them on 
you before the week’s over, if you don’t look out.” 

He stared. Stepping outside the shop, I pointed to 
the blank space over the door. The fellow compre- 
hended me in a moment. 

“Are you a writer?” he asked. 
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“Pye done a considerable business in that line,” I 
replied; and so I had, but not in sign writing. Had 
I told him I had been a writer of books, out of the 
shop I may have gone; s0, with a pardonable mys- 
tification, (I hope,). I left him to suppose that I was 
a sign painter in somewhat extensive practice. 

« A man came along, a week or more agone, to do it, 
but he hain’t been nigh since. What’ll you charge ?” 

I knew no more about the prices for such matters 
than the man in the moon; so I gave him the indefinite 
information that I would not charge him too much, 
and, in a sort of side way, inquired what the other man 
was going to do the job for. 

“Twopence [four cents] a letter; but couldn’t you 
do it for less?” 

“Not a farthing,” I told him; “but as yours is the 
first I’ve done in the neighborhood, and as you may 
recommend me, I'll knock something off when we 
settle.” 

“Well,” said he, “can you do it at once?” He was 
evidently afraid of police inspection; perhaps a con- 
stable who passed at that moment might have made 
him decide. 

Of course, I could do it right off; but, I thought, 
how can I procure a pencil, brush, a little white paint, 
and a pair of steps? I had no money; but necessity 


eame to my aid. 
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To expedite the matter, the man agreed to borrow a 
short ladder, whilst I procured the other materials. J 
had in my pocket a good silk handkerchief, which TI 
left with an old Jewess, who, in consideration, lent me 
sixpence, (it was worth a dollar,) and it was to be her 
permanent property if I did not redeem it in the 
afternoon. At a neighboring oil shop I purchased for 
threepence a camel-hair pencil and some white paint 
on a bit of glass, that served as a pallet ; a halfpenny 
lath served for a mall-stick ; and, thus provided, I has- 
tened back to the marine store dealer, who had not, 
however, procured the steps. 

I was obliged to go with a message from him to a 
friend of his, who lived two streets off, for the loan of 
a ladder; and, with some difficulty, I lugged it along. 


At (eu all was ready ; and, having the man’s name 


on a bit of paper in my hand, I mounted the steps, and 
began my career jn a new line of life. 

To my great joy, the name was a long one, and, to 
my still further delight, the man imagined it was neces- 
sary the place from whence he came, in Staffordshire, 
should be specified over his door, I honestly told him 
that that was not necessary ; but he wished to make 
“assurance doubly sure,” and said he thought he’d 
better have “From W olverhampton” put on; and of 
course, it being all the better for me, I went with a 


ca 


clear conscience at my job. 
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The man himself assisted me to strike the lines with 
a chalked cord; and then, having traced out the space 
so as to make sure of my room, I involuntarily looked 
round to see if any one who knew me was present 5 for 
I fancied, in my elevated position, that all London 
might be staring at me. But there was only a little 
boy in a pinafore, munching a cold potato, who did not 
appear to take the slightest interest whatever in this 
my first essay in “ high art.” 

Now and then the storekeeper would come out, 
creeping under the ladder that nearly blocked up the 
door, and stand a few yards off to contemplate the 
progress of my work. When his name was finished, 
(I suppose he had never seen it in print before,) he 
looked pleased, and glanced up and down the narrow 
street, as though he wished some one else to share in 
his admiration. No one, however, stopping to partici- 
pate in his pleasure, he went in again. 

In about an hour, the last flourish had been given, 
and. there, in full view of all the world, appeared over 


the door of the shop in Petticoat Lane the following : — 


SAMUEL ELY PENNINGTON, 
! LICENSED DEALER IN MARINE STORES! 


‘And there those white letters on that black ground may 


remain to this day, for aught I know. 


PAINTING THE SIGN. 
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There now only remained the approval of my dingy 
patron and his pay. I confess I felt more nervous as 
to this fellow’s criticism than I have ever felt. about 
any book of mine written before or-since. The « ag- 
ony,” however, was not “ long ;” he merely suggested 
an extra flourish or two, and then told me to. come in 
and be paid. 

There were forty-seven letters, one note of admira- 
tion, and more flourishes than I could remember; so 
I told him I would charge him for the letters, and give 
him the other matters into the bargain. This made 
eight shillings all but twopence, English money ; so. I 
deducted sixpence for a pot of beer, and received three 
half crowns as my fee. 

Pretty well that for a beginning, I considered ; but, 
emboldened by my success, I called on two others that 
day. Both went round to see Pennington’s sien, and 
I also painted theirs. That day I earned about four 
dollars, with which I went home rich. Lhe publicity 
of the occupation, however, disgusted me; and I deter- 
mined never to resort to it again unless actually com- 
pelled to do so. 

Flushed with success, I invited my fellow-lodger, 
the artist, to supper. There was a house in the neigh- 
borhood where, once a week, at eight o’clock in the 


evening, a tripe supper was prepared; and there, for 
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the sum of eight pence sterling, one might have the 


article I have named served up in any style. H 
was delighted at my success, and the more so, as he 
informed me, whilst we were “washing our supper 
down,” that he had heard of something which would 
enable us to carry our valentine speculation into opera- 
tion. 

It seemed that he had been consulting the man of 
whom he purchased his tobacco as to the scheme. 
Now, this person had a little shop divided lengthwise 
into two by a partition. The portion not occupied by 
him he offered to let us have the use of gratis, as he 
believed the valentine seekers might lounge in his to- 
bacco shop whilst their love letters were preparing ; and 
besides this, H——— had promised that I should write 
him some rhymes for his tobacco papers. It was ulti- 
mately agreed on by us, that a pane should be taken 
from the window and replaced by a board, with an 
aperture, through which despairing lovers might drop 
their orders one night, and call for them the next even- 
ing; the valentine makers keeping out of sight, and 
the tobacconist transacting the pecuniary part of our 
concern. 

I must say, I felt some repugnance to this sort of 
business; but then I remembered, that Lawrence 


Sterne, the illustrious author of ‘Tristram Shandy, had, 
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whilst poor, done almost the very same thing. He 
hired a window with a letter box, somewhere near the 
Royal Exchange, and advertised that “a gentleman ” 
was ready to furnish at short notice, and for a little 
money, songs, sermons, lectures, rebuses, anagrams, 
polygrams, acrostics, valentines, epitaphs, essays, tales, 
&c.,. &e. There could be no great harm, I decided, 
in following such a master of his art; besides, did not 
the greatest men write for pay? The matter was 
decided. 

Three days after our scheme was proposed, we were 
ready for action. A flaming specimen valentine, 
“done” by H 


office. It was quite a catching affair. There was, I re- 


in glaring colors, hung outside our 


member, a pair of hearts transfixed by an alarmingly large 
arrow, which seemed to have been shot from the bow 
of a naked, flaxen-headed, impudent little boy, who was 
attended by a pair of turtle doves, bill to bill. Then 
there were true lovers’ knots in the four corners, a 
church in the distance, and a gentleman and lady mak- 
ing the best of their way thereto. Blue were the skies 
above, green ‘and flowery the earth below. Every 
thing in that valentine promised undying love and 
perpetual bliss. I have no doubt but many who gazed 
on that remarkable production of art believed im- 


plicitly that it was a true, and not an allegorical 
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representation of courtship just merging into matri- 
mony; at least they looked as if they did. 

Beneath the picture was an inscription, which in- 
formed the public in general, and amorous young peo- 
ple in particular, that, for a very small sum, valentines, 
either in verse or prose, pathetic or satirical, either 
from a lady to a gentleman, or from a gentleman to a 
lady, either with or without pictures, would be writ- 
ten, at half an hour’s notice, (if necessary,) by a distin- 
guished poet and artist. And then followed some speci- 
men lines, which, as it might savor of vanity to insert 
here, I omit. 

Scarcely had we opened our establishment than busi- 
ness commenced. Every morning our letter box was full; 
and I can tell you, reader, that the insight into human 
motives and character, which the perusal of these com- 
munications afforded me, was far from inconsiderable. 
True love, mock affection, anger, jealousy, envy, 
hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness, were the 
pervading tones of each and every application for an 
“original valentine ;” and it was surprising how many 
persons whose letters, autography, and the very mode 
of folding their epistles showed that they were “above 
the common,” applied to the mysterious valentine, writer 
for assistance. Sometimes the directions were so mi- 


nutely given as to easily enable me to tell who wrote 
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them, and for whom the communication was intended. 
One letter had a five pound note enclosed; many con- 
tained verses to be altered, and all were filled with di- 
rections to be as “loving,” as “satirical,” or as “ funny ” 
as possible. Some contained real names; but in per- 
sonalities I never would deal, and I do not believe that a 
single fourteenth of February document left our “ office ” 
that could hurt the feelings of any one. 

As H 


money quite as fast as we received it, at the end of our 


and myself spent our easily-acquired 


partnership, (which of course ceased, by effluxion of 
time, on the thirteenth of February at midnight,) we 
found that the tobacconist had made the most by the 
affair. Within a week after our business closed, neither 
the artist nor myself had a penny in the world; and 
now what was to be done? 

As I was going through Bishopsgate Street, thinking 
over matters, one afternoon, I saw in a bookseller’s a 
cheap reprint of a work of mine, which a few years 
before had been published in America. I instantly 
wrote to the publisher of the book, and asked him for 
literary employment. He replied, and I at once com- 
menced a work, for which he paid me by instalments ; 
and I took lodgings in a better sort of a place than that 
in which I had lately seen and suffered so much. This 


I shall in a future chapter describe, because I feel 
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assured that such a model establishment as it proved 
to be, ought to be known in this country. Some time 
since I observed that the subject of model lodging houses 
had attracted the attention of a few capitalists in Boston, 
and I fancy that the history of a few weeks’ residence 
in one of them will be of use; I will not venture to say 
of how much. 

It so happened, that soon after I left the valentine 
emporium, and before I had become acquainted with 
the publisher just referred to, I got out of cash. In 
my extremity, I thought I would apply for a trifling 
loan to the tobacconist, who boasted he had made thirty 
peunds by our adjacency to his shop. There was a 
publican, too, three doors off, who had cleared a good 
deal by our customers, who used to repair to his par- 
lor to drink, whilst their valentines were preparing. 
Should one of these fail, I thought the other certainly 
would not. 

~ But I did not know my men so well as I do now. I 
went first to the man of snuff, and told him what I 
wanted. 

“ Ah!” said he, “ you should have taken care of your 
money while you had it—it’s no use;” and he went 
surlily into his little back hole of a parlor. 

The same result attended my visit to the publican. 


He heard my request, politely informed me that I 
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might visit a place which is not mentionable to ears 


polite, and resumed the reading of his newspaper. 


I was savage; but what right had I to complain? 


What both had said was true enough. I had squan- 
dered my earnings recklessly, and who should bear the 


penalty but myself? 
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CHAPTER XII. 


A RECORD OF STARVATION, AND A TALE OF BRIT- 
ISH BALLAD MAKING, 


** In the greenest of our valleys, 
By good angels tenanted, 
Once a fair and stately palace 
(Snow-white palace) reared its head. 
In the monarch Thought’s dominion 
It stood there ! 
Never seraph spread a pinion 
Over fabric half so fair. 
‘¢ Wanderers in that happy valley 
Through two luminous windows saw 
Spirits moving musically 
To a lute’s well-tuned law. 
‘¢ And travellers now, within that valley, 
Through the red-litten widows see 
Vast forms that move fantastically 
To a discordant melody ; 
While, like a ghastly rapid river, 
Through the pale door, 
A hideous throng rush out forever, 
And laugh — but smile no more.” 
Epear A. Por’s Hauntep Pawace. 


THERE is, in London, a society which has for its 
object the improvement of the dwellings of those whose 
means are limited, and also that of providing decent 
accommodation for single lodgers. Now, from what 


I have said respecting the common lodging house, it 
re) o> asia a=. P] 
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must be evident that almost any change from such a 
home, if home it might be called, must be for the better. 
Indeed, more demoralizing places than these dens of 
destitution cannot be conceived. 

As I intimated in a previous chapter, I had seen 
quite enough of the place in Drury Lane to decide me 
nevermore to enter within its wretched precincts. But 
a home must be found somewhere. Looking over the 
columns of a newspaper one morning, whilst at break- 
fast, I noticed the following account of the Home of 
the society to which I have alluded -— 

“We have spoken of hotels, and are reminded that 
our frequent talk of the Parisian lodging houses is at 
length to find illustration in a New York building. 
How far it will succeed remains to be seen; the doubt- 
ful question in regard to the ascent of five or six flights 
of stairs, and their several bearings upon the reputation 
or the dignity of a family, is about to be solved. One 
striking novelty, however, belongs to the New York 
plan, which may very possibly have ‘its effect upon the 
arbitration of dignities. It is this— the introduction of a 
steam elevator, by which an indolent, or fatigued, or 
aristocratic person may deposit himself in a species of 
dumb waiter at the hall door, and by whistle, or the 
jingling of a bell, be borne up, like so much roast-goose 


with gravy, to the third, fourth, or fifth floor. 
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“We are not sure to whom we are indebted for this 
improvement in stairways. If carried into effeet, it 
would give capital occasion to a sort of Punch drollery. 
Imagine for a moment a very kindhearted, plethoric 


4 


friend, who has come to indorse our note, suspended, by 


~ 


some derangement in the machinery, for one or two 
hours against the back of the lower lodger’s chimney, 
and negotiating in a plaintive way, through the speak- 
ing tube, with the engineer in the basement! 

“We wish well, however, to the project, and to what- 
ever will cheapen a good and clean home. We extract, 
in this connection, a short article from the London 
Times, descriptive of a Model Lodging House for work- 
ing people, built under the direction of a London asso- 


° 


ciation for improving the dwellings of the industrious 
classes. Where could the surplus moneys of city capi- 
talists go with more beneficent intent, and in a way to 

all down greater blessings on landlord and on: tenant. 
than in some kindred investment ? 

“<The building is five stories in height from the base- 
ment... The latter is surrounded by an open area, and 
contains baths and wash houses, with all the requisite 
appurtenances, extensive nae and ample space 
for workshops. Upon the ground floor the entrance 
hall is commanded by the superintendent’s apartments, 


which are placed on the left, while the storeroom and 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 155 


cook’s apartments occupy about the same space on the 
right. Immediately in front of the entrance are the 
stairs, of fire-proof construction, which lead to the three 
stories of sleeping apartments; and opposite the stairs, 
on the ground floor, is a good-sized lavatory for day use. 
The coffee room is directly in front of the staircase hall, 
and extends to the back of the building, communicating 
on one side with a reading room and on the other with a 
kitchen for the use’of the inmates. It is a lofty room, 
divided into aisles by iron columns supporting an open 
roof of stained timbers, lighted by a large window at the 
farther end, two smaller side windows, and sheets of 
rough plate glass in the roof. Boxes are fitted with 
tables and seats round three sides, and the room is 
warmed by hot-water pipes. A cook’s bar opens into 
the coffee room, for the supply of coffee, &c. The 
reading room, size sixty feet by twenty-one, is warmed 
by open fires, and intended to be furnished with some 
of the daily papers and popular periodicals. The 
kitchen, forty -two by twenty-one feet, for the use of the 
inmates, contains two ranges, provided with hot water, 

a sink with cold water, and common apparatus for 
cooking purposes. From this kitchen a stone staircase 
leads to a portion of the basement, containing two hun- 
dred and thirty-four meat safes, all under lock and key, 


raised on brick piers, placed in ranges back to back, 
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with ample space for ventilation. The cook’s shop is 
connected with the men’s kitchen by a bar, from which 
cooked provisions may be obtained at almost every hour 
of the day. The three upper stories are fitted with 
sleeping apartments on each side of the corridors. These 
rooms are all furnished with iron bedsteads and suitable 
bed furniture. There is also in each a locker for linen 
and clothes, with a false bottom for the admission of 
air, so that the sleeping berths can be ventilated at the 
pleasure of the lodgers. All the doors are secured by 
spring latches, of which each inmate has his own key. 
On each floor are lavatories, fitted with cast-iron enamel 
basins, set in slate fittings. The partitions forming the 
sleeping apartments are kept below the ceiling, for the 
purpose of ventilation, and the corridors have windows 
at each end, to insure a thorough draught when necessary. 
With respect to ventilation, the principal agent is a 
shaft, which rises one-hundred feet, into which several 
of the smoke flues are conveyed, and by which means 
a powerful upper current is maintained. The sleeping 
apartments and other principal rooms are connected by 
vitiated air flues with the ventilating shafts, and the 
current is regulated at pleasure by means of dampers 
under the control of the superintendent. Large cis- 
terns in the roofs, and smaller ones in other parts of the 


building, afford an ample supply of water to every part 
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of the premises. Every floor has an opening, secured 
by an iron door, into a dust shaft, communicating with 
a dust cellar in the basement. The whole building 
is well lighted with gas. The terms, three shillings 
per week in advance. Each inmate will have, besides 
his sleeping apartment, the use of the coffee room, read- 
ing room, and the public kitchen, where he may cook 
his own food, or he can obtain ready-cooked provisions 
from the cook’s shop. Every lodger is furnished with 
a small larder, under his own lock and key, has free 
access to the wash house at certain times of the day, 
and can, by the payment of a small sum, have a hot or 
cold bath.’ ” 

“That is the place for me, at least at present,” said 
I, after I had read the article ; and I at once made up 
my mind to apply for admission. 

Some little preparation, however, had to be made 
before I could present myself at the “ Metropolitan 
Chambers,” as the society’s establishment was rather 
ambitiously called. In London, the idea of living “in 
chambers ” always carries with it the notion of respect- 
ability. There are “chambers” in Gray’s Inn, in 
the Temple, in Clifford’s Inn, in the New Inn in 
Lincoln’s Inn, and other Inns of Court;: and these are 
mostly tenanted by barristers, bachelors “of gentil- 
ity,” and literary men of the first grade. The idea of 
Et 
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dwelling “in chambers” myself rather pleased my 
vanity. 

For Bulwer has chambers in the Temple; and so 
has Barry Cornwall; and Samuel Warren, the author 
of Ten Thousand a Year; and E. W. Cox, editor 
of the Critic; and so had Oliver Goldsmith, and 
Charles Lamb, and many others. There -was a time 
when I, too, thought of taking chambers in one of these 
great learned lodging-places; and but for intemperance 
I should have done so. Now, “down in the world,” I 
was fain to avail myself of “chambers” of a humbler 
description, in an unclassic locality ; and which had no 
remembrances of the learned and renowned to almost 
sanctify them. 

For the few days, therefore, and whilst I could com- 
plete my few arrangements, which, I may as well con- 
fess, were to make up a decent wardrobe, and to nurse 
myself so as to get all traces of a recent drinking bout 
obliterated, I lived just as chance directed, generally 
getting a bed at a coffee house, and listlessly strolling 
all day about the streets. Sometimes I would witness 
an occurrence that I “ worked up” for the newspapers, 
which would maintain me for a few days; but the in- 
satiable desire for drink always drew the cash out from 
my pockets. On one occasion, I felt, too, a craving for 
food, such as I never before nor since experienced ; and 


this was the cause : — 
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I had, for a provincial paper, reported a meeting in 
London, and sent it down into the country “on spec;” 
that is, to be paid for if it was used, otherwise to get 
nothing for my trouble. It was inserted, and a post 
office order for one sovereign sent tome. I was then oc- 
cupying for a week a single room in a private lodging 
house in Clerkenwell Close, and had paid my rent in 
advance. All my meals. I took at eating houses in 
the neighborhoods where I might be strolling. When I 
received the order, I had but two shillings left after I 
had taken my breakfast, and having the said “order” in 
my pocket, I determined to have a “spree” with a 
friend who also lodged in the house. He was “ nothing 
loath,’ and the morning and part of the afternoon were 
spent in a tavern. Nothing gave me uneasiness then, 
for I felt sure of having the “order” cashed on present- 
ing it at the office before four o’clock. I even invited 
my friend to dine with me at a certain well-known 
house ; and we flung care to the winds. 

About half an hour before the office closed, I re- 
paired thither with my document. The postmaster 
examined it, and, as usual, asked my name. I told 
him. 

“There is some mistake here,” he said. “This mon- 
,not to John 4 


I said there must be an error in the post office, if 


ey is made payable to James 
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any ; but it was of no use; and I was directed to write 
to the party who sent the money, have the error recti- 
fied, and then call again. 

“But,” said I, almost imploringly, “to-day is Friday ; 
I cannot get a reply before Monday; and I am quite 
out of money. I assure you it is all right.” 

“Can’t pay it; call on Monday ;” and down went 
the little wooden partition of the post office window. 

I went to my lodging sadly depressed ; but for that 
day I did not much care about eating. Next morning — 
Saturday morning —I began to feel “ peckish ;” but 
food had I none. I endeavored to raise money on the 
“order,” but it was of no use; and all that day I was 
forced to fast. 

Night came. I slept, and forgot my sorrows; I 
dreamed of food—absolutely of banqueting; and I 
have always found that, when I have been entirely 
destitute of money, I have had visions of heaps of 
gold. But when Sunday morning came, how intensely 
did I crave for something to eat! I lay in bed, for 
I knew it was useless to go out in search of sustenance. 
As I lay, I heard the family below at breakfast, and 
the chinking of the cups and saucers sounded horribly, 
It was a mechanic’s family who lived under, and well 
I knew that I should have been welcome to share his 


crust; but, half starved as I was, I felt too proud to 
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ask for bread. So rolled on the morning, and dinner 


co) 


time came, and the savory smell of baked meat and 
potatoes stole into my room. I felt faint; but, think- 
ing the fresh air would’ revive me, I tottered down 
stairs. On my way I met the fat old landlady. 

“Madam,” said I, “would you be good enough to 
lend me sixpence?” for I felt sure I should have the 
money to repay her in the morning, and wished to get 
enough bread to last me until then. I told her, too, 
that I should receive money soon. 

Never shall I forget her scornful look at me — the 
look of a regular hardhearted London lodging-house 
keeper at a poor lodger. She point-blank refused. 
Perhaps, if I had said I wanted bread, she might have 
offered me some; but no, I could have died then and 
there, before submitting to such a degradation. 

I would fain hope that there are few such women 
as this one. God help the poor; for, alas! there 
are many such terrible exceptions to their sex. 

I took a turn or two in the secluded, Sunday-stilled 
street, and went up stairs again. Tongue cannot de- 
scribe the horrors I endured. I had now been fifty - 
five hours without food, and the gnawing in my stom- 
ach grew unbearable. To ease it, I rolled on my 


chest; but no cessation of pain came; and at last I 
dropped asleep. 
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When I woke, night was just closing in. All pain 
was gone, and I only felt weak. Again I slept, and 
dreamed of jovial fare, and woke early, more ravenous 
than ever. ‘ But ten o’clock would soon come, and then 
for the post office. Slowly, O, how slowly the moments 
dragged along! At nine o'clock I staggered out, and 
wandered through street and lane until ten tolled out. 
With what anxiety did I present the order once more ! 
and how intently did I watch the clerk as he turned 
to the books! As his finger ran down each ruled 
column, I thought he would never get to the bottom. 

« All right,” said he at last. How my heart beat ! 
He placed the sovereign on the ledge, but I could 
scarcely pick it up, for agitation. Clutching it, how- 
ever, I hastened to the nearest coffee house, and, fool 
that I was, who ought to have known better, I ordered 
coffee and a hot roll—about the two worst things I 
could have taken, after a fast of seventy-two hours. 

The consequences of taking this meal were just what 
might have been expected. I suffered excruciating 
torture. No sooner did I move than my overloaded 
stomach rejected the insulting food; and I felt easier. 
I then took cautiously a little wine and water by spoon- 
fuls, and some soaked biscuit, and by degrees I recoy- 
ered; but it was long before I ceased to feel the effects 


of that terrible abstinence. 
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To return : — 

Wonderful is it how poverty sharpens a man’s per- 
ceptions; how necessity spurs him on to efforts of 
which he would have never dreamed in his hours of 
ease. And how striking are the extremes of our con- 
dition! There is scarcely a literary man who cannot 
from his own experience furnish examples of the mu- 
tability of authorship. The following incident is by 
no means unparalleled in the lives of “authors by pro- 
fession.” 

Every one who reads these pages will remember the 
attack made on Marshal Haynau, the Austrian general, 
by the burly brewers of Messrs. Barclay & Perkins. 
It became at once the topic of conversation in London ; 
and the utmost admiration of the draymen’s conduct 
was expressed in almost every paper that issued from 
the press. Especially were the lower classes of the 
population delighted ; and the women were almost fran- 


tic with joy. 


«‘ There is a tide in the affairs of men 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune,”’’ 


says Shakspeare. Now, it flashed on my mind that a 
comic song deseriptive of the threshing affair might 
“take” af issued in the “nick of time.” No sooner 


determined than done. I sat down in the box of a 
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coffee house, and on the fly leaf of an old book serib- 
bled a parody: on a well-known song which was written 
many years ago, and has always: been popular with 
“the million.” This song (the original I mean) com- 


menced thus :— 


* Near Southwark Bridge, on the Surrey Side, 

Lived a widow who much did lack, man; 

Her lily-white hand she had long denied 
To one John Brown, a black man. 

For she’d fallen in love with another swain, 
Who was both a good and a gay man, 

And she did all that ever she could to obtain 
A Barclay & Perkins’s drayman! ” 


In my parody, of course each stanza ended with, — 
Barclay & Perkins’s draymen};” 


and very pointed allusions were made to the woman 

flogger, and Austrian despotism; and the British lion’s 

1orror of tyranny; and all that. The thing had not 

; the slightest literary merit to recommend it; if such 
had been the case it would never have taken with the 

class for which it was intended. The lovers of Tom 

Moore might have turned up their noses at it; but in 

Smithfield, or Spitalfields, it would have been pro- 

nounced, as indeed it afterwards was, “ stunning.” 

Moliére, with a fine discrimination, used to read his 


comedies, when completed, to his housekeeper, a vulgar, 
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illiterate old woman, and if they pleased her and made 
her laugh, he felt sure the public would receive them 
with favor. In humble imitation of his example, I 
read my production to a group of grimy mechanics 
When they came in to dinner. Their applause was 
vociferous, and each of them was clamorous for a copy: 

That settled the business. I put on my hat, and pro- 
ceeded to the classic regions of St. Giles in search of 
a publisher who would buy the manuscript of the pre- 
cious production. 

St. Giles’s is the region of song — of cheap songs I 
mean ; of ballads and catchpenny dying speeches, that 
are howled about London streets. There live the men 
who almost exclusively patronize cheap literature ; 
the Mecenases of the mob poets. There the immortal 
Catnach flourished, grew rich, and died; and there still 
his successors reside. I had never entered one of these 
singular publishing establishments, and little dreamed, 
when, but a few months before, I had sold copyrights 
in the Strand, and in Burlington Street, that I should 
ever seek the favors of a cheap song seller. 

But so it was, and many a forlorn author, men to 
whom I am not fit to hold a candle, have been com- 
pelled by dire necessity to visit such regions. For my 
own part, I am not now sorry that my “star” led me 


thither. It gave me the view of a novel phase of life. 
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Goldsmith was not ashamed to refer to his previous 
difficulties, when he says, in the commencement of 
one of his delightful papers, “When I lived among 


? 


the beggars in St. Mary Axe;” and why should I 
shrink from recording my experiences in St. Giles’s ? 

New to this sort of work, I stood looking at the bal- 
lads in the shop window, before I entered the place. 
It was situated in a dingy lane leading from Monmouth 
Street, Seven Dials, into another street whose name I 
forget. Very different was it from the establishments 
of Bentley, or Colburn, or Putnam, or Mussey, I assure 
you, gentle reader; but as I fancy my pen could con- 
vey no perfect idea of its dirt, dreariness, and black- 
guardism, I refrain from more minutely describing the 
exterior of the street song publisher’s shop. 

At length I entered. The shop was large and 
gloomy. ‘There were no elegantly bound books to al- 


lure one; no tempting prospectuses of illustrated works 


to “come out shortly ;” nothing of the kind. Wherever 
the eye turned, it beheld nothing but quires of songs of 
all descriptions, which ballad singers of both sexes were 
selecting from and purchasing. 

I picked out, from among the busy men behind the 
broad counter, one whom I supposed to be the -master. 
I chanced to be right. I called him aside. He lifted 


a flap of the desk, and came round to me. 
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“Do you buy songs?” I asked. 

“Yes, if they’re good ’uns; but I’ve hundreds by me 
just now. Wot’s it about?” 

“ About Marshal Haynau and the draymen,” I re- 
plied. 

“Let’s look at it,’ he said; and he put on his spec- 
tacles. 

After he had read it through, which he did very rap- 
idly, and in quite a business-like way, he turned round, 
and called out, — 

« Bill!” 

In obedience to his summons there came towards him 
a man from among the crowd of ballad buyers. He 
was a short, thick-set fellow, with a battered hat, ferret 
eyes, an unshaven chin, and clothes of all colors and 
cloths. He had a savage look, and scowled fiercely and 
suspiciously at me, as he limped along. ‘This man, as 
I afterwards heard, was one of the most “selling” bal- 
lad singers in all London. 

“Wot d’ye think o’ this, Bill?” asked the sooty- 
looking publisher. 

Bill read it, and whispered something to his patron ; 
then, in a voice hoarse with perpetual bawling and per- 
petual gin drinking, he said, — 

“ Might go, if it had more patter, and a kivolus; it 


might.” 
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vay | 


“You see,” observed the publisher to me, “it ain’t, as 
Bill says, enough patter ; and a ehorus is every thing. 
Now, put some patter in, and p’rhaps I'll buy it, as the 
subject is new.” 

“Lend me a pen,” said I. 

I then, on his counter, added some “ patter,” or slang, 
tacked to it a chorus, and again submitted it to his 
approbation. 

“ Well, I don’t mind a bull for it,’ he at length said. 
“A ‘bull’; what is that?” I asked. 

“Why, half a crown,” he answered, evidently sur- 
prised at my ignorance. 

“No,” said I, “I won’t take that; I’d burn it first;” 
and taking it up, I quitted the shop, resolved to try 
somewhere else. 

But I had not gone far when a hand was laid on my 
shoulder; a rough voice sounded in my ear, and turn- 
ing sharply round, whom should I behold but the ballad 
singer, Bill? 

I rather shrunk from his familiarity ; but little he 
seemed to care for that. 

“T say, old feller,’ he observed mysteriously, 
“gownor couldn’t do you, eh?” 

; “What do you mean?” I inquired. 

“Well, I’m precious glad you vos fly; ¢f you're 
a-goin’ to sell that song of yourn, wot’ll ye let me have 
Ti 0) aaa 
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“Will you buy it?” inquired I, doubtingly. 

“In course I vill, and spec vith it my own blessed 
self. Sal and Ill sing, werse and werse. Come, I'll 
give half a couter.” 

“How much is that? ” said I. 

“Vy, half a suv’ren —ten shillin’,” he replied. “’Tis 
more nor it’s vorth, but I might make it go.” 

I took the money, treated the fellow to a glass of 
rum, and after some difficulty, got rid of him. 

The next evening, as I was walking through White- 
chapel, I came upon a crowd who were surrounding a 
man and woman. The latter, I found, were singing my 
drayman effusion, to the manifest delight of their lis- 
teners. The allusions to the marshal were hailed with 
applause, and a rhyme against tyranny likewise met 
with considerable favor. 

I mixed with the crowd, and stretching forth my 
hand, exchanged a halfpenny for a printed copy of the 
production. I hardly knew it again, for it was sur- 
mounted by a miserable, battered woodcut of the Duke 
of Wellington, the nose of which had been a little 
altered, and which professed to be a portrait of “Mar- 
shal Haynau, the woman flogger.” The compositor 
had made lots of mistakes in every line of the song, 
and punctuation was entirely omitted. But it “took,” 


and sold with arush. Bill must have made a good bit 
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of money out of that same song, for I heard it chanted 
afterwards in all parts of London. As the “ owner of 
the copyright” told me afterwards, “even dooks, and 
young swells of lords, and ladies themselves would send 
out the servants fora dozen at a time, and never ask 
for change.” 

Now, during the last twenty-five years, I have writ- 
ten not a little; and I am vain enough to confess that 
with some things of mine I have been a trifle pleased ; 
yet I declare that I never was proud but of one pro- 
duction, and that was this song. Nor have I ever felt 
so much pleasure as when mingling with a mob, hearing 
that doggerel ditty sung, and listening to the praises of 
the ragged crowd. 

The necessary arrangements having been made, I 
now took up my residence “in chambers.” Where 
they were situated, and what they were like, the reader 


shall soon learn. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


“ouT ON A SPREE.” —A MAN OVERBOARD. — SAINT 
MONDAY. — THE METAMORPHOSIS. —THE MUSICAL 


TEACHER. THE COLLEGIAN. 


‘¢ Nor witte nor wealthe canne save 
From the devourynge grave 
The manne who powers divyne 
Dothe drowne in ruddye wyne: 
From foamynge cuppes doe flow 
Unutterable woe ; 
Hearts ofte therebye are brokenne ; 
And bitter wordes, ofte spokenne, 
Friendshippe doth fly awaye ; 
Love fyndeth swyfte decaye ; 
Manhoode its lustinesse 
Dothe lose ; and fell distresse 
In solytude doth shrink ; 
And HELL GROWS RICH BYE DRINKE.”’ 

Grorrrey oF MonmoutH. 


“Out ON A SPREE!” Do you know, reader, what 
is meant by that? It is a hundred to one but you do, 
either from your own personal experience, or from your 
observations of the careers and conduct of others. 
There are other slang phrases which express the same 
thing. Among the lower classes in England, when a 
man or woman suddenly breaks out into a paroxysm 


of intemperance, he is said to be “on the fly.” Here, 
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in America, the go-ahead drunkard is elegantly declared 
to be “ going in on a buster; ” but “on the spree” is the 
more lively and less vulgar allusion to the indulgences 
of well-dressed snobs and genteel ruffians. The very 
words have a swaggering look as they appear on paper ; 
there is a reckless kind of impudence about them; and 
compared with the sober syllables by which they are 
surrounded, they possess decidedly rakish and dis- 
reputable characters. 

Being occasionally “on the spree” is one of the 
almost inevitable results of habits of intemperance. 
Some men will keep sober for months, and years even; 
but a birthday occurs, or a christening, or a wed- 
ding, or a national holiday, and then the smoulder- 
ing fire breaks fiercely into flame. The serpent of 
intemperance has been “scotched, not killed,’ and it 
shows how powerful it yet is to sting and destroy. In 
such cases the good effects of months of abstinence are 
swept away inan hour. Once the floodgates of indul- 
gence opened, and the torrent sweeps every good reso- 
lution before it. Days of drunkenness succeed to 
months of self-denial, and fearful is the result in the 
generality of cases— husbands and wives driven to 
want and despair, children starved and demoralized, 
friends separated, home desolated, life destroyed; and 


yet people can joke and talk lightly of that which 
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produces such monstrous evil. “He is only on the 
spree.” 

Not many months ago, I embarked at a great Eng- 
lish seaport for this country. When the ship was 
passing through: the gates of the dock, considerable 
inconvenience was caused by the non-appearance of 
several of the sailors who had engaged to go the voyage. 
“Where are they?” was the inquiry. “QO, the fel- 
lows are ‘on the spree,” was the matter-of-course 
reply. It was quite usual for sailors, during the few 
days before sailing, to spend their time in drinking; and 
this had been the case in the instance I am referring to. 
At the last moment, about a dozen of the missing men 
came down to the pier head, all of them either in- 
toxicated or in a state of recovery from drink. What 
a miserable set of mariners they looked, as they took 
leave of the crimps and prostitutes on the dock, 
tumbled their chests and hammocks on the deck, and 
recklessly leaped after them! I expressed to the boat- 
swain my apprehension that with such men it was 
scarcely safe to venture on the wide ocean; but he 
cocked his eye contemptuously, rolled his quid, uttered 
an oath, and declared that they’d only been on “the 
spree,” and would be all right.in an hour or two. I 
rather thought the boatswain had been on the spree 


himself, but did not deem it prudent to hint as much. 
12 
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Down the Mersey sped our good ship, tugged along 
by a little, black steamboat. About an hour after- 
wards, we passed out of the broad mouth of the river, 
and the Welsh and English coasts began to grow hazy 
and indistinct. It was a glorious afternoon; and the 
passengers gathered on the quarter deck, congratulating 
each other on the prospect of a fair voyage, which had 
thus commenced so auspiciously. The steamer was 
just about to leave us; and, the sails bellying to the 


breeze, — 


«¢ Onward we sped, amid ripple and spray, 
Over the waters away and away.” 


Merrily whistled the brisk breeze through the shrouds ; 
and all was beauty and gladness. Youth seemed to be 
at our prow, and pleasure at our helm ; and all turned 
from the fast-fading cliffs of the old world with hopeful 
hearts towards the yet unseen shores of the new. 

I was standing near the cabin door, speaking with a 
lady, when I heard, all of a sudden, a heavy plunge in 
the water, and, in an instant afterwards, the terrible 
ery of “A man overboard!” A scene of the utmost 
confusion ensued. The mate rushed past me, cut away 
a life preserver which hung near the stern, and flung 
it overboard; and, the steamer being cut off, the ship 


was brought round. It appeared that, whilst some of 
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the sailors were engaged in lashing a boat, one of them, 
unsteady, and weak from long-continued drinking, had 
lost his hold, and fallen. “Man the boat!” shouted 
the first mate, and half a dozen men at once leaped 
into it; but, ere it could be lowered, the tackling at the 
stern broke, and it fell, precipitating another man into 
the abyss beneath. Sick at heart, I ran to the stern, 
and from thence beheld the first man who had gone 
over the side rapidly drifting from us, and wildly fight- 
ing for life as he rose and sank on every wave. It 
was evident that he could not swim, for he tossed his 
arms high out of the water, and struggled; but not a 
sound could we hear from his lips. How we watched 
the life buoy as it floated towards, but did not near the 
poor victim, whom we could now only see at intervals, 
as he rose on the top of a wave! At length the speck 
in the distance vanished, and we beheld him no more. 
The other man laid hold of a spar, and was picked up. 
The drowned person was a fine young fellow, scarcely 
three and twenty years of age. He was, we were 
told, an excellent sailor, but intemperate. His last 
going “on a spree” had unnerved him; and we have 
seen the result. 

Those persons who are intimately acquainted with 
London life are well aware that, among a great pro- 


portion of the laboring classes, the keeping of Saint 


Oe nal It a a 


Sheen ity 
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Monday is universal. And a black saint is that in the 
poor man’s calendar! Go into any of the districts of 
the metropolis where mechanics “most do congregate,” 
such as Spitalfields, Bethnal Green, or, indeed, into 
almost any part of that vast portion of London termed 
the East End, upon a Saturday night, and you will 
see the commencement of the “spree” which Saint 
Monday will consummate. The mechanic receives his 
week’s wages about six o’clock on Saturday evening, 
his wife frequently waiting for him at the manufac- 
tory gates; and from thence the men of the same 
shop almost invariably adjourn to some favorite public 
house. There they, and ‘sometimes their wives as well, 
sit and soak until midnight, when they are turned out 
of the tavern, and reel home to their filthy beds, where 
they lie until a late hour on the Sunday morning. As 
the public houses are not open until one o’clock on the 
Sabbath, they usually take care to provide themselves 
with gin or beer for the morning’s consumption’; and 
by dinner time they are generally half drunk. An ill- 
cooked dinner, seasoned with quarrels and curses, is 
disposed of; and then off goes the husband to the 
tavern, or to some suburban place of dissipation, whilst 
the wife and her companions drink gin at home. It is 
seldom that a fight does not occur on Sunday nights ; 


and, when Monday morning comes, going to work is 
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quite out of the question. It is by no means an un- 
usual thing for a mechanic’s wages to be entirely 
swallowed up by the Sunday tippling, so that on the 
Monday he beholds an empty cupboard, and a pocket 
in much the same condition. Then, “to raise the 
wind,” the Sunday clothes of both husband and wife go 
to the pawn shop, and all day Monday, and sometimes 
Tuesday and Wednesday too, the “spree” goes on. 
At last, credit gone, and nothing remaining to pledge, 
the man goes to work again until the following Satur- 
day night, when similar scenes are reénacted. 

But is this “spreeing” confined to the ignorant and 
the lower orders of the working classes? By no means. 
I know, or did know, an instance of one highly-edu- 
cated man’s miserable experiences in this way. Were 
I to mention his name, there is not a person connected 
with the London newspaper press who would not, if 
necessary, corroborate what I am about to state. I 
have known many instances of degradation produced 
by the breaking out, at certain, or rather uncertain, 
times ; but none ever equalled, in misery and the sudden 
transition from the gentleman to the vagabond, the case 
of poor G——. 

There was a coffee house in one of the streets near 
Covent Garden Market, where I was in the habit of 


frequently meeting Mr. G——. He was an Irishman, 


& 
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about thirty-one or two years of age, and as brilliantly 
endowed as any man I ever associated with. At the 
time I became acquainted with him, he was engaged 
on a well-known London newspaper, to which he con- 
tributed a series of articles, on a particular subject, 
which I cannot more specifically allude to, without 
betraying the secret of his name. So racy and pungent 
had been his contributions, that a distinguished pub- 
lishing house in Paternoster Row had purchased of 
him the copyright of a work which is now and long 
has been a standard text book’on the particular subject 
to which it refers. He was a ripe scholar, a man well 
informed on most of the topics of the day, and in point 
of personal appearance, all that a gentleman should be. 
I have known his company coveted by the richest and 
most influential among the nobility; in short, he had 
the ball of success at his foot. But he had one great 
failing, which marred all his brilliant prospects. About 
once in every six weeks he went “on the spree,” and 
such a change as his very nature then seemed to under- 
go has, I think, scarcely ever been paralleled in the 
history of drunkards. 

When sober, I never knew a man more particular 
than G 


ance and his private habits. He dressed well, was 


, both as it regarded his external appear- 


even fastidious in his acting and drinking; and if ever 
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any man carried out to an extreme the principle that 
cleanliness was next to godliness, he did. During his 
sober intervals he was exceedingly industrious, and 
earned large sums of money; but as surely as he once 
put the fatal glass to his lips, he burst all bounds of 
decency, and became another man—if man, indeed, 
he ought to be, at such times, called. 

One morning I was standing at the corner of Carey 
Street, Lincoln’s Inn Fields, conversing with a friend, 
when the latter suddenly exclaimed, — 

“ Good heavens! Let us get out of the way. Here 


99 


comes G ; 
« Where?” Lasked. “I see nothing of him.” 


“Look there,” said my friend, pointing to the oppo- 
site side of the way. I looked in the direction indi- 
cated, and there I beheld a spectacle that staggered me. 
A miserable-looking man, clad in the vilest rags, shirt- 
less, as the dirty open breast betrayed; with a hat that 
had no brim, and from which the crown had been bat- 
tered out, or in; with feet livid and sore, for they had 
on them neither shoes nor stockings, — came slowly to- 
wards us. ‘The wretched creature’s face was begrimed 
with filth, and his arms were crossed over his shivering 
frame. All his clothing was not worth sixpence. A 
beard of a fortnight’s growth was on his quivering 


chin, and the dull glare of idiocy dwelt in his eyes. A 
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more miserable-looking being I never saw, even in the 
worst purlieus of the worst part of London. 

It was too late for us to get out of his way. G— 
saw and recognized us. He hobbled across the street, 
and came up, moaning and gibbering like a madman, as 
for the time he indeed was. “My God,” I inwardly 


?” It was even 


exclaimed, “can this be indeed G 
so. In the most piteous and imploring tones he begged 
for a few pence, which I could not refuse, though well 
aware that they would be spent in gin. He, however, 
declared he wanted it for food. As soon as he had 
obtained what he wanted, he hurried away; and from 
curiosity I watched him: had I not done so, I should 
never have believed him to have sunk so deeply as my 
senses evidenced that he had. 

Near to where we stood was one of those places 
where “cats’ meat” is sold. This is quite a trade in 
London. The meat consists of the offal of the butchers’ 
shops and slaughter houses, boiled up and placed on 
skewers, for sale by the pennyworth. ‘The shops where 
this garbage is purveyed are about the most disgusting 
in the metropolis, and are confined to the lowest locali- 
ties. You may detect their offensive vapors streets off. 


To one of these places limped poor G ; and shocked 


inexpressibly was I to observe him purchase a penny- 


worth of this horrible meat, and walk along the street, 
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enawing it from the skewer. Had he been sober, he 
would as soon have thought of hanging himself. Here 
was the man whom I had seen turn up his nose at a 
paté because it was over-seasoned, and whose selection 
of a dinner was regarded as the perfection of taste by 
his companions, eating with avidity what a respectable 
dog would leave with disgust! And what had caused 
this ? 

A month before he had gone some three hundred 
miles off on a sporting excursion, as the guest of a 
Scottish duke. At his splendid seat in the Highlands, 
he had been féted and feasted, and loaded with presents 
—had returned to London by the steamer. On land- 
ing near London Bridge, he put his luggage and fishing 
tackle into a cab, and got on the box with the driver. 
On his way home to the lodgings, he treated the cabman 
to some gin, and then commenced the “going on a 
spree.” Very soon he forgot all about his property, 
and the driver went off with it, whilst he, having spent 
all his money, exchanged his good suit of clothes for the 
rags I saw him in; and ever since, for about a fortnight, 
he had been drinking. At last his friends found him, 
and got him off the streets. When I next saw him, he 
was himself again, and hard at his usual literary work. 

G 


such a fast rate? and in a rank London churchyard 
J 


is dead now. How could he long live at 
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lies all that is mortal of as finely endowed a man as ever 
took pen in hand. 

Are more examples of the perilous effects of going 
“on the spree” needed? If so, I could furnish them 
by the dozen. I will, however, only mention two, 
which happened within the range of my own personal 
experience, and not long ago, either. 

I knew a young man, in my student days, who pos- 
sessed, perhaps, as fine musical talent as ever mortal 
was gifted with. He was a born musician, and a most 


facile composer. Like the rhymer in Hudibras, — 


‘“‘Music to him was no more difficile 


Than to a blackbird ’tis to whistle.” 


The most complicated pieces of the most celebrated 
composers were “read off” by him with the greatest 
facility, and his own melodies were of a first-rate order. 
Possessed of a brilliant imagination, and an incessant 
flow of spirits, as well as of an attractive person, he 


was — to slightly alter Byron’s description of Moore 


the musician of all circles, and the idol of his own. 
His lessons were eagerly sought for by wealthy pupils, 
and he might soon have acquired a fortune; but, alas! 
he could not withstand the fascinations of wine, and, as 
it is falsely called, good fellowship. He was, too, one 


of those light, airy, open-souled fellows, who are so 
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peculiarly liable to give way to the whim of the moment. 
Tom Moore’s drinking songs never had a more joyous 
exponent, and long and loud were the cheers with which 
his companions hailed his vocal Anacreontics. 


began to lose his pupils. 


Time flew on, and A 
He drank; and-a teacher who went tipsy now and then 
to give lessons at fashionable schools would never do. 
By rapid degrees he lost his character, and became an 
outcast. At last he made up his mind to try America; 
and accordingly he went to New York. ‘There he be- 
came organist of a church; but he lost that situation 
through drink. At length he became a tavern vocalist 5 
and one night, after a “spree,” he fell down the stairs 
of his own house, and broke his neck. He now lies in 
Greenwood Cemetery, far from his native land, without 
a stone to mark his place of dreamless sleep. 

On my voyage to New York, two years ago, I 
formed an acquaintance on board the ship with a young 
man of fine abilities and considerable attainments. He 
had been a member of one of the English universities, 
and was the son of a surgeon in large practice on the 
southern coast of England. Why he embarked, I know 
not, but can now’ give a pretty shrewd guess. The 
acquaintance commenced on shipboard was continued in 
New York; and there I soon discovered that he drank 


, of whom I have spoken, 


deeply. Like poor G 
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W 


knew that he was doing so at the peril of his life, in 


was apt to go “on the spree ;” and although he 


such a climate as that of America during ‘summer, 
neither remonstrances nor warnings were of avail. 

For a short period we occupied a double-bedded 
room. One night, after I had retired to rest, W—— 
came home. He had been away ‘‘on the spree” for 
several days, but he appeared only slightly intoxicated. 
I observed during the night that he was much dis- 
turbed, and once I was alarmed by hearing him walking 
about the room and groaning. However, at length he 
became quiet, and morning dawned. 

About eight o’clock I arose, and had partially dressed 
myself, when he also awoke and got up. As he stood 
he began telling me that he had dreamed much during 
the night, and at that moment felt a strange sensation 
as of air blowing over him. Too well I knew that the 
aura which he described was a premonitory symp- 
tom of epilepsy, and was about to advise him to go 
again to bed, when he fell as if he had been shot. 
Falling against the corner of a box, he cut his temples, 
and the blood, streaming over his livid and distorted 
features, rendered him the most ghastly spectacle I 
ever beheld. It was long before he recovered, and the 
greatest difficulty was experienced in preventing him 


from committing suicide. This ought to have been a 
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warning; but,alas! before a month had elapsed, another 
“spree” and another epileptic fit carried him off. 
Reader, I have been penning no fictions. These are 
real records of wasted lives. I knew the men — 
lived, ate and drank, and daily associated with them. 
Like many others whom I could mention, they have, 
through the curse of drink, gone down, whilst in the 
morning of existence, to darkness and the worm. 
Fearfully pregnant, then, with deep meaning, are.to 


me the often lightly-uttered words, “ OUT ON A SPREE.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
OF MADNESS. — THE NIGHT HOUSE. — EF- 
OF TOBACCO.—THE NIGHT OF TERROR. — 


RELEASE. — CHILDREN’S MUSIC. 
EXCURSION. 


‘6 Bertram. What didst behold, that in thy staring eye 


Yet seem to stand infernal images ? 
Last night, all hell was opened ; and a troop 
Of ghosts from Limbo visited my bed. 
Murder was there, with blood-enstained hand ; 
Rapine, athirst for plunder ; pale Disease, 
Hungry for victims ; Passion, horrid browed ; 
Devils who sought to clutch my shivering soul, 
And drag it to the sulphurous glooms below. 
?T was horrible ; I scarce outlived the night. 
Why was this visitation ? 
Gabriel, 
They who drink deep call from the realms of air 
The ghosts that scare them. Touch the cup no more.” 
Old Play. 


NEVER was there a greater or a more dangerous 
fallacy than the doctrine so often urged, that the 


thinking functions are assisted by the use of stimulating 


“QO,” say some, “ Byron owed a great portion 


of his inspiration to gin and water; and that was his 


Nonsense ; he would, in all probability, 


have written better, and lived longer, had he been less 


Lord Brougham, also, it has been 
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declared, made his most brilliant speeches whilst under 
the influence of old port. Sheridan, we know, deliv- 
ered himself of some of his sparkling speeches when 
half seas over; but the question is, Would not his 
orations have been better without the forcing process ? 

A recent writer, (Dr. W. B. Carpenter,) in referring 
to the supposed uses of alcohol in sustaining the vital 
powers, says, — 

“That the use of alcoholic stimulants, however, is 
attended in most persons with a temporary excitation 
of mental activity, lighting up the scintillations of 
genius into a brilliant flame, or assisting in the pro- 
longation of mental effort when the powers of the 
nervous system would otherwise be exhausted, may be 
freely conceded; and it is upon such evidence as this 
that the common idea is based, that it supports the 
system under the endurance of mental labor. This 
idea, however, is probably as erroneous as the no less 
prevalent fallacy of regarding alcoholic liquors as capa- 
ble of increasing the power of physical exertion. No 
physiological ‘fact is better established than that of the 
depression of the mental energy consequent upon the 
undue excitement of it, by whatever causes that ex- 
citement may have been occasioned ; and the rapid and 
brilliant flow of thought which may have been called 


forth by the alcoholic stimulants gives place, usually 
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after a few hours, to the opposite state of languor and 


despondency. 


“The influence of alcoholic stimulants seems to be 


chiefly exerted in exciting the activity of the creating 


oO 


and combining powers; such as gives rise to poetical 


imaginations, to artistic conceptions, or to the sallies of wit 


and humor, It is not to be wondered at, then, that men 


possessing such powers should have recourse to alcoholic 


stimulants as a means of procuring a temporary exalta- 


tion of them, and of escaping from the fits of depression 


to which most persons are subject in whom the imagina- 


tive and emotional tendencies are predominant. Nor is 


it to be denied that many of those mental productions 


which are most strongly marked by the inspiration of 


genius have been thrown off under the stimulating in- 


fluence cf alcoholic liquors. But, on the other hand, it 


cannot be doubted that the depression consequent upon 


the high degree of mental excitement which is thus 


produced is peculiarly great in such individuals, com- 


pletely destroying for a time the power of mental effort; 


and hence it does not at all follow, that either the 


authors of the productions in question, or the world at 


large, have really benefited thereby. 


Moreover, it is 


the testimony of general experience, that, where men of 


genius have habitually had recourse to alcoholic stimu- 


lants for the excitement of their powers, they have died 


sist hese nt 
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at an early age, as if in consequence of the premature 
exhaustion of their nervous energy: Mozart, Burns, 
and Byron may be cited as remarkable examples of this 
result. Hence, although their light may have burned 
with a brighter glow, like a combustible substance in an 
atmosphere of oxygen, the consumption of material is 
more rapid; and, though it may have shone with 2 
soberer lustre without such aid, we cannot but believe 
that it would have been steadier, and less prematurely 
quenched. 

“We do not usually find, that the men most distin- 
guished for that combination of intellectual powers which 
is known as talent are disposed to make such use of 
alcoholic stimulants for the purpose of augmenting their 
mental powers; for that spontaneous activity of the 
mind itself, which it is the tendency of alcohol to excite, 
is not favorable to the exercise of the observing and 
purely reasoning faculties, or to the steady devotement 
of concentrated attention to any subject which it is de- 
sired to investigate profoundly. Of this we have a 
remarkable illustration in the habits of practised gam- 
blers, who, when about to engage in contests requiring 
the keenest observation and the most sagacious calcula- 
tions, and involving an important stake, always ‘keep 
themselves cool, either by entire abstinence from fer- 
mented liquors, or by the use of those of the weakest 
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kind in very small quantities. And we find that the 
greatest part of that intellectual labor which has most 
extended the domain of human knowledge has been 
performed by men of remarkable sobriety of habit, 
many of them having been constant water drinkers. 
Under this last category, it is said,* may be ranked 
Demosthenes and Haller: Dr. Johnson, in the latter 
part of his life, took nothing stronger than tea, while 
Voltaire and Fontenelle used coffee; and Newton and 
Hobbes were accustomed to solace, not to excite, them- 
selves with the fumes of tobacco. In regard to Locke, 
whose long life was devoted to constant intellectual 
labor, and who appears, independently of his eminence 
in his special objects of pursuit, to have been one of the 
best informed men of his time, the following very ex- 
plicit and remarkable testimony is borne by one who 
knew him well: ‘His diet was the same as other peo- 
ple’s, except that he usually drank nothing but water ; 
and he thought that his abstinence in this respect had. 
preserved his life so long, although his constitution 
was so weak.’ T 

Dr. Carpenter goes on to say, — 

“ Having, for several days past, been himself per- 


forming an amount of steady mental labor which to 


* Macnish’s Anatomy of Drunkenness, p. 36. 


+ Life, by Lord King, vol. i. p. 60. 
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most persons would appear excessive, the writer may be 
allowed to refer to his own experience, which is al- 
together in favor of total abstinence from alcoholic 
liquors, as a means of sustaining the power of perform- 
ing it. Having been brought up as a water drinker, 
he never accustomed himself to the habitual use of 
alcoholic liquors; scarcely ever tasting them except 
when occasionally led to do so by social influences, or 
when he believed that a small amount of stimulus 
would improve the ‘tone’ of his system, which is 
liable to a peculiar relaxation in certain states of the 
atmosphere. On determining, about four years since, 
to give up the occasional use of wine, &c., as a social 
indulgence, he still held himself free to employ it when 
he might think it likely to increase the general powers 
of his system; and for some time he continued to have 
occasional recourse to alcoholic stimulants, (never ex- 
ceeding a single glass of wine, or half a tumbler of 
bitter ale,) when he felt himself suffering under the 
peculiar depression just referred to. He gradually, 
however, found reason to doubt the utility of the rem- 
edy, and has for the last two years entirely given it 
up. During these two years, he has gone through a 
larger amount of mental labor than he ever did before 
in the same period of time; and he does not hesitate to 


say, that he has performed it with more ease to him- 
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self than on his former system, and that he has been 
more free than ever from those states of depression of 
mental energy which he was accustomed to regard as 
indicating the need of a temporary support, to antago- 
nize the depressing cause. In fact, he now finds, that, 
when these do occur, the use of alcoholic stimulants, 
taken even in very small amount, is decidedly injurious 
to him; diminishing rather than in@feasing his power 
of mental exertion at the time, and leaving him still 
less disposed for it after their effect has gone off. He 
attributes this change to his entire disuse of alcoholic 
liquors under all other circumstances; and he cannot 
but believe that the results which he now experiences, 
and which have led him to relinquish these stimulants 
altogether, are the natural effect of them upon the 
healthy system ; and that the benefit which some per- 
sons consider themselves as deriving from their use, 
arises from their simply removing for a time the de- 

pression which results (at a long interval, it may be) 
from their previous employment. 

“‘T'wo remarkable cases have recently fallen within 
the author’s knowledge, in which individuals leading a 
life of considerable intellectual exertion, and long habit- 
uated to the moderate use of stimulants, have derived 
considerable benefit from their relinquishment. In one 


of these cases, a pint of ale was the usual daily allow- 
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ance; to which a little spirits and water at night was 
occasionally added. The relinquishment was com- 
menced as an experiment, and without any intention of 
persevering should it not succeed; but the benefit has 
been so great that the abstinence has been subsequently 
continued as a settled practice. This gentleman not 
only finds his general health improved, but declares 
that his power of intellectual exertion is much greater 
than formerly; and, in particular, that he finds himself 
quite fresh and ready for work in the morning, instead 
of losing time, as formerly, in bringing himself up to 
the pointat which he left off the night before. In the 
other instance, the usual daily allowance was from two 
to four glasses of wine; and this was affirmed to be 
necessary to keep down a state of mental excitement to 
which the individual was subject, and to brace the mind 
to steady exertion. Failing health, however, having 
occasioned a recourse for a time to the hydropathic 
treatment, this gentleman, on returning in a state of 
renewed vigor to his usual avocations, wisely deter- 
mined to persevere in the disuse of stimulants; and he 
has since continued to practise the abstinent system, 
with great benefit to his bodily and mental health. 

“ Even if we admit, however, that a certain amount 
of mental labor may be performed with more facility in 


a limited time under the moderate use of alcoholic 
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stimulants, it is still questionable whether we do not, on 
the whole, rather lose than gain by their employment. 
For, if they cannot afford pabulum * for the formation 
of nervous matter, and if their influence is exerted 
rather in producing its disintegration than its growth, 
its destruction rather than its construction, it follows 
that every excess of exertion performed under their 
influence must be followed by a correspondingly long 
period of incapacity, during which the regenerating 
processes have to be performed, and the brain again 
fitted for the discharge of its duties; and, if it should 
be forced into activity before this renovation has been 
duly performed, the amount of stimulus required to 
bring it up to the working point will be greater, and all 
the consequent evils increased. These theoretical pre- 
dictions are, it is believed, in full accordance with what 
observation teaches with respect to the results of re- 
liance upon alcoholic stimulants for support during 
mental labor; although, for obvious reasons, it is not 
possible to obtain the same pointed and decisive evi- 
dence on this topic as in regard to the endurance of 
physical exertion, or of extremes of temperature. But 
it is frequently urged, that although the use of alcoholic 


liquors to produce a stimulating action upon the brain 


* Pabulum, food, material of growth. 
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is injurious, yet that benefit is derived from the em- 
ployment of a quantity sufficient to stimulate the 
stomach to the proper discharge of its duties, by digest- 
ing that amount of food which the system requires, but 
which the exhaustion of nervous power prevents it 
from duly appropriating.” 

And now; after this extract, whose importance must 
excuse its length, let me return to some incidents of 
personal. experience. 

Do you know what delirium tremens is, reader? If 
not, I pray God that you may always be a stranger to 
its terrors. If you have been smitten by it, you will 
not, when you have read what is to follow, accuse me 
of exaggeration. 

That disease is the almost inevitable result of a long 
indulgence in the use of ardent spirits. The man who 
has exhausted his nervous power by continual over- 
excitement is liable to a form of disordered action of 
his brain, which is commonly known from one of the 
marked symptoms — the peculiar tremor of the limbs 
—as delirium tremens. There is little or no heat of 
the head or flushing of the face; the skin is cold and 
humid, and even chilly; the pulse, though frequent, is 
small and weak; and the temper, though very irritable, 
is not violent, the prominent disposition, indeed, being 


anxiety and apprehension of injury or danger. There 
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is an almost entire want of sleep; and even if repose 
be obtained, it is very imperfect, being disturbed by 
frightful dreams. On the other hand, the waking state 
is frequently so disturbed by illusions of a disagreeable 
or frightful nature, that it differs but little from that 
of sleep, save in the partial consciousness of external 
things. 

Some eight or nine years ago, I wrote, partly from 
the verbal notes of the subject of it, and partly from 
other material furnished by a friend, a sketch of his own 
remarkable history as an infemperate man. In that 
volume, hurriedly written by me in a fortnight, and of 
which more than thirty thousand copies have been sold 
in America, and as many more of an English edition, I 
inserted the following description of a fit of this fearful 
malady, which the celebrated physiologist, Dr. W. B. 
Carpenter, has honored by quoting as a “vivid picture ” 
in his “ Prize Essay on the Use and Abuse of Alcoholic 
Liquors :” — 

“For three days,” says the subject of the auto- 
biography referred to, “I endured more agony than pen 
can describe, even were it guided by the hand of a 
Dante. Who can tell the horrors of that horrible 
malady, aggravated as it is by the almost ever-abiding 
consciousness that it is self-inflicted? Hideous faces 


appeared upon the walls, and on the ceiling, and on the 
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floors; foul things crept along the bedclothes, and 
glaring eyes looked into mine. I was at one time sur- 
rounded by millions of monstrous spiders, which crawled 
slowly, slowly over every limb; whilst beaded drops of 
perspiration would start to my brow, and my limbs 
would shiver until the bed rocked again. Strange 
lights would dance before my eyes, and then suddenly 
the very blackness of darkness would appall me by its 
dense gloom. All at once, whilst gazing at a frightful 
creation of my distempered mind, I seemed to be struck 
by sudden blindness. I knew that a candle was burn- 
ing in the room, but I could not see it, all was so 
pitch dark. I lost the sense of feeling, too; for I en- 
deavored to grasp my arm in one hand, but sensation 
was gone. I put my hand to my head, my side, but 
felt nothing; and still I knew my limbs and frame were 
there. And then the scene would change. I was 
falling, falling swiftly as an arrow, far down into some 
terrible abyss; and so like reality was it, that, as I 
fell, I could see the rocky sides of the horrible shaft, 
where, mocking, gibing, moving, fiend-like forms were 
perched; and I could feel the air rushing past me, 
making my hair stream upwards by the force of the 
damp, unwholesome blast. Then the paroxysm would 
cease for a brief interval, and I would sink back on my 


pallet drenched with perspiration, utterly exhausted, 
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and feeling a dreadful certainty of the renewal of my 


torments.” 


During one period of my residence in London, I 
occupied apartments in B—— Street, Strand; just out 
of that great thoroughfare, and so near to it that not for 
one moment did its dull eternal roar cease to be heard 
by me in my lonely chamber. I am wrong, though; 
there was a brief space of’ time, just about an hour 
before the gray dawn, when something akin to silence 
reigned over the vast metropolis, and, as Wordsworth 


says, — 
‘The very houses seemed asleep, 


And all that mighty heart was lying still.” 


Many and many a time have JI, at such an hour, left 
my uneasy bed, and from my window surveyed that 
“silent highway,” the Thames, as it sullenly swept 
past, a huge, black barge, with its slow-moving oars, at 
intervals, like a huge scarabeeus crawling or floating 
over its surface. At this time, be it remembered, I 
drank freely, and to one of my nervous temperament 
to take frequent potations was to “murder sleep.” In 
fact, I never knew, in those days, what sleep in reality 
was. That which was, in my experience, substituted 
for it, was a dull, dreamy, lethargic state; a somnolent, 


semi-torpid condition, no more like healthy repose of 
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mind and body than the forced attitudes of a ballet girl 
are like the undulating and easy movements of some 


Phyllis of the fields, a 


“ Lovely apparition sent 


To be a moment’s ornament.” 


During the livelong night, I would be counting the 
hours and longing for the morning; and when it came, 
slowly revealing the pattern of the paper on the 
walls, with a shudder I often buried my face in the 
bedelothes, and wished for black night again. From 
such vigils, it may easily be supposed that, feverish 
and unrefreshed, I gladly sought the open window, 
bathed my forehead in the cool air that came up with 
the tide, and watched, with a sort of fellow-feeling inter- 
est, the few unfortunates who strolled or staggered 
home through the streets below my post of observation. 

And a sad panorama was frequently the spectacle of 
which I was sole spectator, the accompanying music, or 
discord, rather, being the oaths, curses, blasphemies, 
and ribaldry uttered by the passengers of the pavement. 
Almost directly in front of the house, a part of which I 
occupied, was what is’ termed, in London slang, a 
night house. By that term is meant a tavern, or gin 
palace, which is kept open during the dark hours as 


well as by daylight. These places are common enough 


LiL egeahababehiabenate tate tte tet cent Seseae Peed hs siarteteee lr epehititat stetseratee te tracers 


PRE ee eile ad 
° te 


(>) 


200 PASSAGES FROM THE HISTORY 


in the British metropolis, and curses are they to the 


neighborhoods where they may be situated. By day 


they do comparatively little business, the proprietors 
ap I By ) 


trusting to night anc 


| darkness for the bringing out their 


customers, who principally consist of the dissolute and 


dissipated portions of the community, both male and 


female. Indeed, it would be almost a matter’of im- 


possibility to find a respectable person in one of these 


dens of splendid infamy. A most striking contrast is 
oO 


presented by the interior of one of these places by day 


to what it exhibits amid-the glare and glitter of gas. 


When the sun is shining in London on two millions of 


toiling men, — men sfruggling desperately for bread, — 


if you will go into one of these “ night houses” you will 


at once, if you possess any fine feelings, be offended 


both in the matters of sound, sight, and smell. Behind 


the counters, all disordered with dust, glasses, pewter 


pots, and spirit measures, you will generally observe a 


solitary attendant, with unshaven chin, frowzy hair, and 


eyes bound, as the cant phrase is, with red tape—in 


other words, they 


2 
a 


re bleared with beer, tobacco, and 


want of sleep. Now and then he will draw a dram, or 


a pint, for one of the seedy-looking customers who are 


lounging outside the bar; and this accomplished, he 


sinks into a seat, and with one eye half open and the 


other quite closed, endeavors to make up for the 
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last night’s watching. The proprietors of the place 
have long since sought their beds, where they will lie 
until noon, at which time they may perhaps make their 
appearance, decked in broadcloths and jewelry, to 
chuckle over the rascalities of the night before, and 
concoct fresh schemes of fraud and iniquity to be 
practised during that to come. 

But as soon as darkness descends upon the streets, 
lanes, and alleys, the night house, like a harlot, puts 


on its best attire, and prepares for the fresh cam- 


paign. The plate glass windows are wiped into reful- 
gent brilliancy. ‘The brasses of the beer and spirit 
engines are polished until they glitter like precious 
metal. Huge mirrors are uncovered; flowers are 
placed in conspicuous situations; the gas lamps are 
made to burn with surpassing brightness; and the floor 
is carefully swept and sawdusted. The large room 
behind (these night houses always have a “ parlor” for 
the reception of their “flash” customers) is made as | 
attractive as possible. Kvery mahogany table shines . 
like a looking glass, and the chairs are arranged so as 
to accommodate as many as possible. I have said 
nothing of the secret operations of the barman and cel- 
larman during the day; but you may depend upon it 
that they have been busy enough, for all the empty 


bottles, or “dead men,” as they are facetiously termed, 
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(the people who swallow their contents might be called 
so, without any perversion of truth,) have been re- 
moved, and their places supplied with full, cobwebbed, 
well-sealed bottles, of different descriptions of (so called) 


wine, 


poor, disguised gooseberry,—which empty- 
headed and full-pursed young “snobs” will by and by 
smack their lips at, and pronounce to be “ Moet’s,” or 
some other famous champagne merchant’s brand, down 
to the humble port, whose base is not of the Portuguese 
grape, but of logwood. As for the brandy, gin, whiskey, 
beer, &c., they have been pretty well tampered with. 
And now, spider-like, the great bloated landlord and his 
brisk assistants (to become before long, in their turn, 
big and bloated also) wait for their night customers. 
Already some have arrived —keen, knowing-looking 
fellows, who are on the look-out for green ones and 
flats, whom they instinctively detect, as a vulture scents 
carrion. Now there enter some girls, decked out in 
the tawdry insignia of prostitution. They, poor souls, 
have dropped in to get a dram, which may make their 
dull eyes sparkle and their hollow cheeks flush. The 
idlers I just spoke of treat first, and then insult them. 
Hard indeed is their lot, and harder the heart that 
does not pity them; and pity for such is not to be 
deprecated even by you, O virtuous and scornful lady, 


even though you fancy yourself to be polluted by 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 203 


having your name mentioned in connection with that 
of some erring sister. Noble and fearless was Thomas 
De Quincey, when, in his Opium Eating Confessions, 
he dared to claim the sympathies of his readers, as 
his own had previously been enlisted, for Ann, the now 
immortalized though mysterious street walker of Soho. 
By that touching picture, he, in my opinion, did as 
much to exalt the pure nature of womanhood, as though 
he had panegyrized some duchess, who, in “the pride of 
her purity,” lolls in a luxurious chariot, above the 
perils of poverty or the temptations of the streets. 
Such, then, was the scene upon which I often looked 
Street ; 


down from the window of my attic in B 
and in the intensity of my own sufferings I not un- 
frequently, by stealth, left the house, and mingled in the 
motley crowd opposite. I could, were I so disposed, 
write a volume of sketches from subjects furnished in 
and about that night house, which should, in intensity 
of horror, fling into the shade the productions of the 
wildest dreamer of fiction; but at present I must con- 
fine my pen to a narrower sphere. 

The occupation of an “author by profession” in 
London, or in fact in any great city, is, unless he has 
acquired a certain standing, either by years of patient 
plodding, or by a lucky hit, always an uncertain one at 


the best. Sometimes business comes in with a rush; 
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but in general it is only slow work of it, and at such 
periods little wonder is it that unoccupied writers should 
seek in congenial society to fill up the vacuum which 
a want of employment creates. I do not seek to 
ntirely excuse the dissipation of too many literary 
men; the day is gone by for such attempts to varnish 
over lettered dissipation, and happily it has now become 
disreputable foreven genius to indulge in its cups. 
Were even Addison, or Dick Steele, to return from 
their graves, the former would have to abjure his wine 
bibbings, or quit the charming saloons of Holland 
House; and Steele would be compelled to slink into 
some “ Button’s” or “ Will’s” Coffee House of our day, 
instead, as of yore, swaggering in broad daylight, with 
a troop of roysterers at his heels, where a burly host 
and obsequious drawers were ready to take his rapier 
or cane, and place his mulled canary on the accustomed 
table, before the accustomed seat. 

The world has, at last, come to the conclusion that 
genius and cold water are by no means incompatible ; 
but it will be long, I fear, before the principles of total 
abstinence are universally adopted by literary men. 
Leaving, however, this question to be discussed at some 
future period, I would now briefly describe the results, 
in my own case, of one of these intervals of literary 


leisure, or, perhaps I might more correctly describe it, 
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of literary cessation; for the occurrences I am about to 
refer to supervened after a season of unusually severe 
application. 

I had engaged with a London publisher to write a 
volume on a particular subject by a certain time. It was 
an anatomical work, and for weeks together I was 
compelled by day to be employed in the dissecting 
room, and by night to sit at my desk, reducing my 
scalpel-notes to readable matter. It was hot weather, 
and so it will readily be believed that the atmosphere 
of an apartment devoted to dissections was not of the 
most agreeable nature. ‘To conceal the offensive efflu- 
vize as much as possible, I had recourse (a most unusual 
thing for me) to tobacco; and, knife in hand, I puffed 
away incessantly at cigars, or perhaps cabbage leaves ; 
for in the utter absence of nicotian connoisseurship, I 
could not distinguish the flavor of the one from that of 
the other. “To smoke” and “to drink” were, with 
me, almost synonymous terms; and it may therefore be 
easily imagined that my system was speedily pretty 
well imbued with alcohol and nicotine. Still I felt no 
really serious effects arising from my indulgence until 
towards the close of my labor; then I became sensible 
of a loosening of the nervous chain, as it were, and 
consequently a lack of vigor, both mental and physical. 


The incessant occupation, the stern consciousness 
14 
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that I was writing against time, and the incessant, 
hourly raps of the printer’s messenger at my door for 
“copy,” kept me strung up for a time, spite of my 
habits. These, I need not say, increased in strength. 
The appetite for spirits and tobacco grew by what it 
fed on; and at last I could not write ten lines without 
a sip from a bottle by my side. Need the consequences 
be told? It was not long before the stone, which, 
Sisyphus-like, I had been so long rolling up the moun- 
tain, grew too heavy for my fast-diminishing strength ; 
it rolled back, madly plunging downwards, and carrying 
me with it in its wild progress. 

One night, as I sat hard at work, I became conscious 
of a dull, booming sound, which seemed to my oppressed 
senses to possess, by some strange inversion of natural 
laws, weight as well.as audibility. A terrible sense of 
some coming undefined calamity forced itself upon me, 
and my memory began to fail. I could not call to 
mind, with any clearness, what occurred in the morning ; 
and of all this I was fully and entirely conscious. I 
Inew something terrible was impending; but what i 
could not conjecture. The slightest noise without, irri- 
tated me; and when I tried to write, the letters and 
words ran one into another, and I gave up the task in 
despair. Thinking that I was about to experience the 


renewal of a sort of heart-quake, which once very nearly 
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destroyed me at a hotel in Gloucester, — (that convul- 
sion occasioned by severe mental occupation, as editor 
of a newspaper, during a stormy political period,) —I 
sought for some brandy, but discovered that I had un- 
consciously drained the last drop. Persuading myself 
that the spirit alone would save my life, I prepared to 
quit the house at that early hour of the morning, and 
go over to the night house for some. But to my dis- 
may, on arising, I found that the use of one leg was 
partially gone. 

Paralysis, with all its attendant horrors, stared me in 
the face; produced, as I well knew, by the use, of 
tobacco. My agitation was fearful, but I did not lose 
my presence of mind—a rather remarkable thing, in-— 
asmuch as, bundle of nerves that I am, the most trifling 
fright will ordinarily bathe me in a cold sweat. But 
ereat and real troubles are often better supported than 
slight or fancied ones. I say, I preserved my courage, 
just as I did, not a month ago, when the lightning train 
on a railway, in which I chanced to be a passenger, was 
smashed by a collision, and the carriage, in which I 
sat crushed like an egg shell, breaking up, wood, iron, 
and glass all around me, and laying a man dead at 
my feet. With a desperate effort, then, I clutched the 
bottle in the darkness, descended the steep, winding 


stairs, and quitted the house. 
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I procured the liquor, and returned, having taken a 
dram on the way, which partially recovered me; but 
how I returned up that dreadful, never-ending, spiral 
staircase, I cannot tell. I know that, with a beating 
heart, I frequently had to stop on my way; and more 
than once I caught myself falling backward. At last I 
reached my chamber, and gladly flung myself, after 
taking a full tumbler of brandy, on my bed. 

The drink stupefied me, and I fell asleep. My in- 
sensibility, however, could not have lasted long, for I 
awoke with a start, and sat up in the bed, bathed in a 
cold, clammy perspiration. The day had dawned, and 
just enough light was afforded to reveal the now dis- 
torted portrait of some former grim old landlord of the 
house, that hung on the wall near the foot of my bed. 
Well as I knew what it really was, I now conceived it to 
be some horrible vision, that with its spectral, stony eyes, 
and fiendish features, mocked me in my agony. Then 
I again sank back, but speedily felt the most horrible 
thirst, which I perpetually sought to allay by draughts 
of water. I might as well have tried to quench the 
flames of /Etna by a slender column of the pure ele- 
ment. At last, every drop of water, even from the 
ewer, was drained, and in my desperation I drank 
brandy, which stupefied me once more. 

As if a thunder cloud directly overhead had dis- 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 209 


charged its artillery, I once more started from uncon- 
sciousness; and, gracious God! what a sight met my 
strained eyeballs! From every crevice between the 
planks of the floor, from the chimney, from every in- 
terstice in the walls of the room, from the cracks in the 
ceiling, issued and curled wreaths of light blue smoke. 
The whole room seemed filled with the vapor, but still 
more and more issued. The thought flashed on me 
that I had left my light burning, and so set the house 
on fire. But no; there stood the lamp, dimly flaring in 
the early red sunshine, and not a paper was scorched. 
For some time I sat paralyzed; I dared not move 
nor rise to solve the mystery, if mystery it indeed 
were, for the smoke was as distinctly seen as I now 
see the paper on which I am writing. At last, mus- 
tering courage, I leaped from the bed, and all the cloud 
of vapor disappeared as though it had never been. I 
knelt down, examined the crevices, but no sign of fire 
or smoke was there, and I knew that deliriwm was my 
deceiver. Perhaps the very consciousness increased my 
agony. My left arm was now partially benumbed, and 
it jerked involuntarily, like that of a patient who has 
St. Vitus’s dance. As the light grew stronger, matters 
became worse. First the patterns on the paper grew 
strangely confused and intermingled; interminable 


rings of flame were linked into interminable chains 
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of fire, that glittered and flashed in inextricable con- 
fusion. The walls, the floor, the ceiling, were all alive 
with monsters. Snakes darted out their forked tongues, 
and glared with their dreadful eyes. Now and then a 
pale, imploring human face would appear, and fade, 
giving place to hideous forms and uncouth images. 
Suddenly a heavy sound would startle me; and all this 
with the dread consciousness that I was tormented 
solely by the beings of my own diseased imagination. 

There I lay, the whole of that miserable day and the 
next night, no one to seek, no one to serve me; fora 
man may as well pine in the deserts of Africa as lie 
sick in the peopled solitude of his London lodging. 
With thousands around, there is seldom one to care 
for you. At last, on the second day, came a knock 
at my chamber door, and in came the printer’s boy 
for “copy.” 

‘Copy! How was I to furnish it? But, alas! it 
was imperatively demanded; and time, tide, and the 
press wait for none. I induced a poor girl who at- 
tended on the lodgers to get me some gruel, and then 
sat down to try to write. The desperation of the case, 
I suppose, urged me on, for by little and little } fur- 
nished a few sheets. Then I sank back again into half 
insensibility, but hour after hour was tormented with 


the printer’s inexorable demand. How I denounced 
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the pen that could not do my bidding, — how I longed 
for the weary task to be ended,—none but myself 
can tell. 

Thus passed a whole week, during which I did not 
eat one pound of solid food, but trusted alone to 
stimulants for support. That week of madness — for it 
was little else —nearly finished me. At its close, I lay 
down thoroughly exhausted, and would almost have 
felt grateful for the release of death. 

One evening, as I was pondering on the sad past, 
and anticipating a sadder future, I heard in an adjoin- 
ing room a child singing. It was sweet music to me, 
and I sat up to listen. Presently the little vocalist 
commenced “Home, sweet Home;” and I burst into 
tears. They literally gushed from my hitherto dry 
eyes. The fountains of feeling were broken up, and I 
experienced a satisfactory influence from an indulgence 
in the flow from the human floodgates. Then came 
another song, whose burden was, — 

“« O, that will be joyful; 
O, that will be joyful; 
Joyful — joyful — joyful, 
When we meet to part no more.” 
Whatever my mood of mind might be, I seldom could 


hear children sing without moistened eyes, and that 
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last simple strain never. I am not ashamed to own 
this, and hope the time will never come when my heart 
shall be unsoftened by the inexpressible pathos of the 
voices of little children. As the evil spirit passed from 
one of old by the influence of music, so did the clear 
tones of the unseen child’s voice banish from my heart the 
demon that oppressed it. I rose refreshed, and after a 
few days, having received my pay from the publisher, 
determined to seek in country scenes that repose of 
which I stood so much in need. 

So, one morning early, with a small bundle, strapped 
knapsack-wise on my back, and a stout stick in my 
crasp, I left the great Babel of London, and shaping my 
course towards Dulwich, spent a day or two there 
amidst the beauties of natural scenery and the wonders 
of art in the college of old Alleyne the player. Then 
from the Titians and Correggios of the gallery I turned 
to the banks of the Thames, and for a time sojourned 
in the vicinity of Chertsey, — 

«Where the last accents flowed from Cowley’s tongue ;”’ 
I also visited Mortlake, rich in Elizabethan asso- 
ciations, and Strawberry Hill, the former residence 


of Horace Walpole; strolled about Pope’s villa, at 


Twickenham, lingered in the saloons and gardens of 
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Hampton Court, rich in art and redolent of Wolsey, 


and then settled down for a week at Richmond, whose 
hill has been immortalized in many a song. At length, 
with reéstablished health, I turned my face London- 
wards, and was soon once more chin-deep in its pleas- 


ures and its perils. 
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be CHAPTER XV. 


“TO-MORROW. — A MODEL DWELLING HOUSE, AND 
WHAT I SAW THERE. — A CHAPTER FOR PHILAN- 
THROPISTS. 

‘© Lo! ina city’s smoky midst immured, 
By mud cemented, and by smoke obscured 
Is found, too oft, by those who eastward roam, 
The pale mechanic’s or the beggar’s home : 
There, where scarce sunshine struggles through the gloom, 
The sickly weaver bends above his loom ; 
There the lone widow and the orphans pine, 


And want sits down and links itself to crime.” 
Lonpon 1n 1852 


‘¢ But, high above the squalid roofs around, 
A stately fabric rises from the ground, 
Where Science may to health her tributes give, 
And man inhale God’s blessed air, and live.”? —Isrp. 


Berore I more particularly allude to my residence 
“in chambers,” I may, perhaps, as an indication of 
the morbid condition of my mind at this period, be 
permitted to present the reader with a copy of some 
verses, written at midnight, during a fit of deep de- 
spondency. No one has a more thorough contempt 
than myself for “occasional verses” made to order ; 
and I trust the reader will not suspect that these were 


written to gratify a stupid vanity. They were penned 
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one dreary night, in a bare room, almost within the 
shadows of the towers of Westminster Abbey, the great 
bell of which was booming twelve o’clock over the 
wilderness of London, whose dull mysterious roar 


‘sounded even then. 


@o-morrow. 


Sweet day, from whose perpetual dawn 
Half of life’s little light we borrow ! 
Veil of the Future yet undrawn ! 
Hope’s own blue beautiful to-morrow ! 
Day ever rising, never risen ! 
Time ever coming, never come ! 
Thou, who dost paint the soul’s dim prison 
With landscapes of Elysium, 
Still peeps thy morning star behind, 
Though sorrowful ro-pay is glooming ; 
And o’er the vexed tempestuous mind, 
The thunder peals of thought are booming ! 
When the heart to its black depths is stirred, 
Still, in each pause of raging sorrow, 
A voice, a soft, blessed voice, is heard ! 
"Tis thine — the skylark of hope’s heayen — 
TO-MORROW ! 


What hoards of happiness #o be 
Lie somewhere in thy secret keeping ! 
Aye keeps, as keeps a sunny sea 
The rich wrecks in its bosom sleeping ! 
Yet, blessed in but expected pleasures, 
Earth’s millions wait, and watch thy dawn : 
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As well the owners of those treasures 
Might wait to see the deep gulf yawn, 
And give them back their gold! O, when 
That burial-vault of wealth shall ope, 
Then shall the soul — and not till then — 
Unfold the landscape of thy dream, O Hope! 


Like some bright host with untried powers, 
Bright, marching in the morning sun, 
Started To-pAy, with all its hours, 
Prepared a bright career to run ; 
Like that lost army, madly strewing 
The battle field ere day is done ; 
From all that field’s dumb death and ruin, 
But one voice heard, and that a dying one ; 
Such this To-pay’s last hours, now taking flight, 
With all their hopes, and aims, and prospects bright, 
And purposes sublime, to everlasting night ! 


Then wherefore hail a day new born, 
As though, upon its soundless wing, 
Some dove unto life’s ark forlorn 
The olive branch of peace might bring ? 
No Eden bird this bosom’s emblem ! 
The stormy petrel’s mine might form, 
' That builds no nest, but fluttering, trembling, 
Lives out at sea, and fights the storm ! 
Screaming its sad song o’er the abyss, 
Heard but by men distressed ; as this, 
Lost on the world’s dull ear, may reach lone misery’s. 


Behold me then, reader, with all my worldly goods 
in a small valise swinging from my hand, on the way 


to my new abode. 
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It is about four o’clock in the afternoon, and Cheap- 
side, through which I am travelling in an eastward 
direction, is thronged. The banks of Lombard Street, 
the insurance offices on and about Cornhill, the dim 
counting houses in narrow, gloomy streets, which lead 
to the wharves ofthe Thames, and the custom house, 
have all disgorged their clerks, and the released human 
tide is flowing through this aorta or main artery of 
the city, presently to branch off to different portions 
of the great body and extremities of the metropolis. 
Happy, well-to-do people some of them seem to be. 
I notice here and there some faces that I know, — not 
long ago, I was on friendly visiting terms with them, — 
but I avoid their recognition now. Perhaps did they 
observe me, the averted eye would indicate that they 
no longer desired my acquaintance. And why? The 
reader already knows. 

I pass the Bank of England, and think, as I rattle a 
few shillings in my pocket, of the wealth that lies with- 
in a few feet of me. J used to keep an account at a 
bank myself, and drew my checks, and had them hon- 
ored too, as promptly as many who now roll by. Yes, 
and I drove my “four-wheel chaise,” and went down 
to the “ Derby,” and betted with the best of them. 

And now I go through narrow Threadneedle Street, 


emerging from it close by the London Tavern. The 
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windows of that well-known civic establishment are all 
a-blaze with light, and cheers come now and then from 
the company who are assembled above. Five years 
ago and I formed one of such a company; I too sat at 
the anniversary dinner of a charitable society to which 
I was a subscriber. Zhen I paid a guinea for my din- 
ner, and more for my wine, and ate my turbot, and 
tossed off my champagne, and rinsed my fingers in rose- 
water, and hob-nobbed with rich men. But now, I 
am sneaking along, and the very waiters who lounge 
near the door regard me contemptuously. 

And so on until I arrive at Shoreditch. Then 
I turn down a long, tortuous thoroughfare, and am 
in Spitalfields — that region of unwomanly women, 
famished-looking weavers, and of children old before 
they have entered their teens. Pawn shops and gin 
palaces are plenty hereabout, and at the corners of 
courts and lanes, thieves and prostitutes lie in wait for 
their prey. 

An old church looms up in the now dim, smoky 
atmosphere. It is Sir Christopher Wren’s master- 
piece; at least its portico is. Leaving this on my 
right hand, I cross Brick Lane, swarming with children 
and costermongers, and reckless people of all descrip- 
tions, and lo! another lofty building looms black and 


shadowy ; and volumes of smoke, belched from unseen 
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chimneys, send down stifling fumes and black snow into 
the already blackened roadway. 

Is this a church also? Far from it! Let us step 
just within the great gateway and look around. A 
dull rumbling sound fills the air. From innumerable 
windows, with boards like blinds instead of panes of 
glass, perpetually issues a steam ; it is vapor from vats. 
The grinding of malt causes the rumble, and the liquor 
in these steaming vats is beer in course of manufac- 
ture. Heaped on each other all around us are barrels 
of various sizes, and on the ground they lie in many a 
row. Big, burly men, with red caps and stout aprons, 
pass you every moment; and heavy drays, drawn by 
enormous horses, driven by gigantic fellows, go contin- 
ually in and out through the entrance gates. Day and 
night that rumbling is heard; morning, noon, and at 
all hours, that steam is to be seen. No, it is not a 
church. It is one of the great brewery establishments, 
and “Truman, Hanbury, & Buxton,” is written over 
the doors, and branded on the casks, and painted on 
the drays. 

What enormous wealth do the proprietors of that 
brewery realize from it! And from whom is that 
wealth derived? I will tell you. 

Mark these small mean abodes all around the brew- 


ery! Look up and down this long thoroughfare. Peep 
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into the public houses that meet you at every few 
yards. Remember that these places are swarming 
with miserably poor people, and that these are but a 
portion, a very small portion, of the wretched beer 
drinkers of London. It is from such ruined poor folks 
that the great brewers obtain their riches. 

Buxton! can that be the Buxton who pleaded so 
hard for the slave? Fowell Buxton, the philanthro- 
pist, the friend of Wilberforce, — can he be a partner 
in the manufactory of such a pernicious agent? Can 
the man who so pleads for black slaves derive his 
gold from that which makes white men verier slaves 
than ever worked in the cotton fields of Carolina ? 

Even so; the great anti-slavery worker was a part- 


ner, and on his death his son succeeded him. “ Bux- 


, ’ 


ton and anti-slavery,” and “ Buxton and beer,’ must 
be cries to chime together! 

Just beyond the brewery and on the other side of 
this narrow Brick Lane, we turn into another street, 
walk along for a few hundred yards, and a massive 
edifice stands before us. Lights, cheerful lights, are 
gleaming from its numerous windows. It has a sub- 
stantial look, and were it daylight, we might perceive 
on its granite pediment the words “ Metropolitan 
Chambers ” engraven. 
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A flight of a few stone steps led to a lofty door, fur- 
nished with large, single plate-glass panes. It looked 
brilliant within, like the vestibule of a West End club 
house, though of course not so rich in decoration. 
Opening the doors, which swung on heavy brass hinges, 
I entered, valise in hand, and perceived that on my 
left side was a brilliantly-lighted room, with the word 
“ Office” inscribed on its window. At my right was 
the commencement of a splendid flight of broad stone 
stairs. 

Every thing looked so bright, and new, and so 
thoroughly out of the common order of things, that I 
almost fancied I had got into some private establish- 
thent by mistake. But there was the “office bell” 
inviting me to ring, and ring it I did. 

Almost immediately a window sash slid up, and a 
very gentlemanly-looking man made his appearance. 

“J wish to obtain lodgings here,” I said. 

He looked pleasantly at me, and handed me a printed 
list of terms. They were three shillings (seventy-five 
cents) per week, to be paid in advance. 

I said that would suit me. 

“ Can you give a reference?” he asked. 

T told him that I was not aware such was necessary 
in a public establishment of that kind, especially as the 
rent was paid in advance. However, I mentioned the 
15 
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name of a friend to whom I knew I might apply. I 
understood afterwards, however, that my reference was 
never made use of. 

« And now,” said he, after I had received a printed 

receipt for the rent, “here are the rules of the house.” 

With my receipt, a key, numbered, was handed to 

me. This belonged to my bed room door. I was told 
that if I chose to have a safe cupboard I might, by 
depositing one shilling; which safe was furnished with 
a cup and saucer, knife and fork, a basin and spoons, 
two plates, and adish. By depositing an extra shilling, 
another key was handed me, which was that of a 
“locker” in the bed room for holding clothes, &c. These 
two deposited shillings were to be returned whenever I 
gave up, the keys, or quitted the place for good. 

In fact, all the arrangements were admirable, as the 
reader will presently perceive. 

An attendant showed me to my room, where I de- 
posited my valise. This room was on the first floor ; 
(there were six, and all of them in every respect alike.) 
The entire place was of great length, and so high as to 
secure the most perfect ventilation. A broad avenue 
ran down the apartment, and on the right and left were 
the entrances to the bed rooms, every one of which was 
separate from its neighbor. ‘The partitions that divided 


them were about eight feet high, and all were open at 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 223 


the top. <A very neat iron bedstead ran along one side, 
with bedding exquisitely clean and white. The locker 
stood opposite the entrance, and a small stool was placed 
at the bed foot. On the walls were hooks to hang 
apparel upon. Nothing could well be more convenient. 
Once in your room, you were perfectly private ; and 
the gaslights were so arranged above, that neithex 
lamps nor candles were needed. 

At the entrance to each dormitory were conveniences 
for washing, &c.; in short, nothing could be required 
which was not furnished. 

Having disengaged myself of my luggage, and be- 
come one of the household, I went down stairs to look 
about me. 

Passing from the entrance hall through a pair of 
large folding doors, I entered a spacious apartment, 
more like the banqueting room of a nobleman’s castle 
in the olden time, than any thing else to which I can 
compare it. It was large and lofty. High over head 
was a ceiling with Gothic open work, supported by 
brackets of the same material. A large window at 
the southern end lighted the place, and there were im- 
mense panes of ground glass let into the roof, at inter- 
vals. On the middle of the floor, which was covered 
with fine matting, was a large centre table, on which 


lay heaps of the best magazines, and all the daily and 
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weekly newspapers. Along the sides were compart- 
ments, each furnished with a broad mahogany table 
and comfortable seats, and easy chairs were scattered 
here and there. This was the coffee room. 

On one side of it was a long apartment, called the 
“reading room,” with movable mahogany _ tables, 
comfortable chairs, and two immense fires blazing in 
ornamental open grates, giving quite a cheery and 
home-like aspect to the place. On the walls hung 
splendid maps, and on brackets stood busts of great 
men of all times, and various casts from the antique. 
At one extremity of the room was an excellent library, 
to which some of the lodgers acted, in rotation, as 
librarian. Here were some of the best and most useful 
works of the day, and many were there, it appeared, 
who availed themselves of this delightful portion of the 
building. On passing a screen at the opposite end of 
the room, I found a drawing class in full operation; and 
I afterwards discovered that in this place, on different 
evenings, were held Elocution, French, Latin, Gram- 
mar, Bible, and other such classes. Occasionally, too, 
a lecture was given by some popular lecturer at the 
society's expense 5 and on these occasions the friends 
of the lodgers were admitted. At one time their lady 
acquaintances were permitted to be present; but after a 
time the committee vetoed this arrangement, which 


caused — and I thought justly — great dissatisfaction. 
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On the other side of the coffee room was a kitchen, 
furnished with all the appliances of the culinary art. 
At one end of this was a restaurant, where, at certain 
hours, dressed dinners at a very moderate rate could 
be procured. But for those persons who chose to cook 
their own chop, or steak, or joint, or indeed any thing 
else, every necessary utensil was provided and kept in 
perfect order for them by servants of the establishment. 

Then there was a smoking room. And,these I be- 
lieve compose the whole of the apartments on this 
floor, excepting the rooms of the superintendent of the 
institution, with which, of course, no lodger had any 
thing to do. 

I next descended a spiral flight of stairs, and found 
myself in a large, cool chamber, fitted up with small 
safe cupboards arranged in rows. Their fronts and 
backs were constructed of perforated zinc, so that there 
was always a cool rush of air through them. Each had 
a different look. My key was numbered 97; and on 
opening the safe corresponding to that number, I found, 
neatly arranged, the articles I have before spoken of. 
This completed the establishment accommodation, as 
far as the occupants were concerned, and I think the 
reader will acknowledge that for such no one would 
object to pay seventy-five cents per week. 

I took my place (any place) in the reading room, 


and sat near the fire. There were several very intel- 
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ligent persons engaged in conversation, into which I 
gradually slipped, and soon formed a few acquaintances. 
But feeling weary, I early retired to my room. As 
I intimated, the dormitories were lighted by gas. I 
found the bed as good as could be desired — nothing 
wanting; and a card nailed inside the door, informed 
me, that if more blankets were necessary, where to 
apply for them. The rules were also placed in a con- 
spicuous pasition. 

From these I learned that no conversation was 
allowed between the occupants of different bed rooms ; 
that no smoking would be allowed in the dormitories ; 
that no swearing and indecent language would be 
permitted any where within the walls; and a hope was 
expressed that all would unite in promoting the gen- 
ral comfort. At twelve o’clock all lights were to be 
extinguished ; and after that hour, unless in special 
cases, no one would be admitted or suffered to go out. 
In case of sickness, a medical man would be provided 
at any hour by the society, gratis; and a porter would 
be up all night to summon him if necessary. 

It was about ten o’clock when I retired to rest. 
Presently I heard one and another going to their 
rooms. By and by all was silent, and precisely at 
twelve out went the gas. I slept soundly, and after a 


copious morning ablution, went down to the coffee 


room. 
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On the first day I purchased my food ready dressed ; 
but afterwards I did my own cooking, which I found 
a pleasant change; and though I am not quite a Soyer, 
or a Caréme, I can now do a chop or make soup with 
any one. 

Anxious to see the whole of the regions below, I 
spoke to the superintendent, and asked for the requisite 
permission. He himself politely offered to accompany 
me, and down we went. 

The entire basement was devoted to sanatory pur- 
poses. There were washing tubs on the most improved 
constructions, with hot and cold water pipes leading 
to each, and stands for the women to prevent their 
taking eold. Here was a wringing machine, (worked 
by a steam engine,) on the centrifugal principle, into 
which went sheets from the wash tub streaming water, 
and which, after three minutes of rapid circular motion 
in a vessel with perforated sides, came out almost dry ; 
thus saving the wear of women’s wrists, and the tear of 
the textile fabric. Here was a drying machine, and 
there ironing machines ; all seemed perfect. In another 
place were bath rooms, both hot and cold, and in one 
corner an artesian well, worked by the little engine, 
which went so quietly that no one above had the most 
remote idea that such an article was down stairs. 


Lodgers might either wash for themselves, or get it 
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done by the society’s women, or where they chose. 


There was in fact no compulsion in any thing, except- 


ing so far as regarded the observance of morality 


and decency. 


One of the express regulations of the “ Metro- 


> 


politan Chambers’ 


was, that no intemperate person 


should be a sharer in the benefits of the institution ; 


yet with a strange inconsistency beer was sold at the 


restaurant. I know not whether it is now banished 


or not; I hope it is. 


From the foregoing account of this admirable insti- 


tution, it will be seen that nothing could be wanting 


to promote the comfort of the tenants, and, with few 


exceptions, there was no grumbling. 


A very good 


feeling existed between all parties, and whilst I re- 


mained there were no expulsions; but I heard that, 


soon after I left, a lodger was prosecuted, at the socie- 


ty’s expense, for purloining from a fellow-lodger. 


And yet, with all these aids to comfort, the evil 


spirit of drink could not be exorcised from that beau- 


tiful coffee room, that reading room, and that kitchen. 


It did not appear in its worst shape, I admit; yet still 


it was there. But if the insanity of intemperance ap- 


peared only occasionally and in a mitigated form, it 


furnished abundant evidence of the necessity of eradi- 


cating it altogether. 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 229 


Having thus given:a sketch of the “ Chambers,” I 
shall in the next chapter glance at a few of the lodgers ; | 
but as I commenced, so let me close with some verses, 


though of a different kind, that were written about 


this time. 


Food, Fame, and Philosophy. 


Don’t talk to me of glory or of fame! 
Of posthumous applause I’m not a glutton : 
What use is’t after death to have a name, 
And whilst alive — no mutton ? 


Tis well enough to have one’s name displayed 
In luminous letters upon history’s pages ; 
But, when your life is past, say, are you paid 
By such posthumous wages? 
The “tuneful nine,” no doubt, are charming creatures ; 
Strong-minded Deities, though false and fickle ; 
They seldom smile till Time has spoiled your features, 
Or Death put in his sickle! 


“How easily he writes!” say some, to whom 
Long yarns, spun from my vitals, oft !'m giving ; 
Ah, ne’er they’ll know, till I am in my tomb, 
How hard I have been living ! 


«¢ What happy similes, and florid tropes,” 

Cry others, “from his pen’s point keep distilling 
How little dream they that I write in hopes, 
Not of fame, but — a shilling ! 


free 
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Imagination is a wondrous thing ; 
But scarce it brings me in my “ daily bread ;” 
For some, like Walpole, think that birds who sing 


Should not be “too well fed.” 


Romance! tush, nonsense! If we could combine 
A mental banquet with a mortal’s “ prog,” 
Then doubly sweet the flavor of each line 
From quaint CHarutzes Lams or Hoae ! 


How pleasantly, too, might Philosophy, 
Three times a day, by way of meal, be taken! 
Stomach and brain, then, both employed would be, 
Digesting solid Bacon ! 


Delightful task, to strike the “ quivering string,” 
Whilst taking in string beans or quivering jelly ! 


, 


Or if “ crustaceous’”’ with old CRraBpeE to sing ; 


Or with “testaceous’’ SHELLEY ! 


No monument I ask; let others crave, 

‘When health and bloom are gone, the flattering sonnet. 
Living, a knife and fork I’d rather have ; 

And plate, with something on it. 


Then, how absurd for that “ proud trump” to care, 
Which Fame, ’tis said, is for her favorites bearing ! 
If I blew through it in my butcher’s ear, 
How hard he’d be of hearing ! 


Palm leaves and bays, and laurel garlands too, 
Some sensitive and soaring souls might please ; 

But they don’t nourish half so much as do 

Asparagus, or green peas ! 
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T’ll not apostrophize the “bird of Jove,” 
Nor let on Venus’ doves my fancy loose ; 
Utility for me! I’d show my love 
For chicken, turkey, goose ! 


Yes, goose! immortal bird, like that of Keats, 
Still «hungry generations hunt thee down ;”’ 
Better than nightingales, the savory treats 
Of slices nice and brown ! 


Let not th’ indignant critic now uncork 
The “vials of his wrath”’ in scornful haste, 
For both the goosequill and the knife and fork 
Assist to please our taste ! 


The bust of Newton, on my study wall, 
Is not, just now, so much revered by me, 

As a calf’s head, well boiled, or hashed, with all 
Th’ et cetera would be! 


Then to the winds all dreams of fame I cast ; 
Better make friends of tailor, butcher, baker, 

Than undertake to make my works outlast 

The work of my undertaker ! 
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CHAPTER XVI. 


A FEW SKETCHES FROM OTHER “WASTED LIVES.” 
FEMALE INFLUENCE. — CONCLUSION. 


‘¢ The Hebrew, who the desert trod, 
And felt the fiery serpent’s bite, 
Looked up to that ordained of God, 
And found that life was in the sight. 
So the worm-bitten fiery veins 
Cool, when he drinks what God ordains. 


“‘ Ye gracious clouds! ye deep cold wells! 
Ye gems from mossy rocks that drip! 
Springs, that from earth’s mysterious cells 

Gush o’er your granite basin’s lip ! 
To you I look; your largess give, 
And I will drink of you, and live.” 
PIERPONT. 


Tue society in these “ Metropolitan Chambers ” was 

of a very different kind from that which I had found 

; in the model lodging house in Drury Lane. The occu- 
pants here were chiefly mechanics of a superior order ; 

first class men in the finer departments of labor. 

There was a lithographic draughtsman, a capital optical 

instrument maker, then engaged in constructing some 

exquisite models for exhibition in the Crystal Palace, 

a translator of French fewzlletons for a weekly journal, 


and a few others of a like station. But excellent and 


OF A WASTED LIFE. 


233 


irreproachable as was the conduct of most of the 


indwellers, even there, in that admirably conducted 


institution, the consequences of intemperance were 


frequently to be observed. 


I believe that this was in a great measure attributable 


to two causes: one was, the allowing beer to be drawn 


and sold within the building, and the other the vicinage 


of a public house. 


How the directors of the society 


could allow the former evil, I cannot imagine; of 


course, for the latter they could not be held respon- 


sible. 


As soon as I had fairly settled down in my new 


quarters, I began to work steadily for the publisher to 


whom I alluded in a previous chapter ; but I am posi- 


tive that, had not the fatal beer engine been so near, I 


should have accomplished ten times the work I really 


got through. Habit is a tremendous tyrant, and in the 


matter of malt liquor it fettered me fearfully. It was 


now a page, and then a pint; now a concluded chapter, 


and then a commenced quart. So it went on, until at 


last beer overpowered brains, and indolence succeeded 


to industry. 


One day, as I sat in the corner of one of the spacious 


boxes of the coffee room, conversing with two or three 


of the lodgers over a pot of the “heavy” beverage, I 


iantdattsiutd Mumanunlag rested 


amused myself, as was my habit, by sketching heads on 
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a piece of waste paper. This attracted the notice of 
the lithographer. 

“Let me just look at that,” he said, taking up the 
scrap on which I had drawn a memory-likeness of Lord 
Brougham. 

He glanced at it, told me that I was “an artist,” at 
which I smiled doubtingly, and asked me whether I 
could draw on stone. 

I told him that I had never tried. 

“ Well,” he remarked, “ you could; there is no doubt 
about that, and earn money at it too. If you will try, 
I'll bring home a stone this evening.” 

I assented, and the next day I took the lithographic 


him- 


chalk in my hand for the first time. Mr. § 
self sat for his likeness, and, barring a few blurred 
lines, —'the result of inexperience, — I succeeded pret- 


ty well; better in the likeness than in the drawing 


though. However, S took the stone to his shop, 
and brought back with him the first impression of my 
first sketch on stone. After that I used to make many 
a design or portrait, which materially aided me in a 
pecuniary point of view. 

If I could have refrained altogether from intoxicat- 
ing liquors, I feel quite sure that at this period I might 
have earned no despicable wages by my pencil alone. 


But, alas! the temptation was too strong; and stones 
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sent me by publishers to draw upon, frequently lay un- 
touched until all patience on their parts was worn out. 
At length all emolument from this source was put an 
end to, by so gross an act of carelessness, that I feel 
almost ashamed to record it. 

I had been out on a “spree” the night before, and 
so it is no wonder that one morning on rising, with an 
indefinite idea that I had something to do which must 
be done, I felt quite unequal to any labor at all, either 
mental or physical. My head was dizzy without ach- 
ing. My eyes were dim, and every object looked hazy ; 
and when I quitted my bed it was but to sink groaning 
into a chair that stood beside it. ‘To walk across the 
room was an absolute impossibility ; and chill colliqua- 
tive sweat burst from every pore. At length, however, 
I managed by slow degrees to dress myself, and then, 
tremblingly, I descended the staircase, to the place 
where the beer was sold. So “shaky” was I, that it 
was with the utmost difficulty I could lift the pewter 
measure to my fevered lips; but I managed to do it, 
and drank off its contents at a draught. ‘Then I stag- 
gered to my usual corner, and endeavored to fulfil my 
engagement, which was to design a frontispiece to a 
new forthcoming work. 

But I possessed not the power. Idea upon idea 


flowed through my brain with amazing rapidity, yet not 


picts wae to an ApS alee de 
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one of them remained for an instant. A hundred 
times I took up the chalk, but as often my trembling 
hand refused to do its office. For the life of me I 
could not draw a line as I wished, and, in a paroxysm 
of rage, I dashed the stone into a dozen fragments. 
Now, thought I, if I could get a little brandy to steady 
me, I have another stone, and may succeed; so I went 
out, sneaked into the public house, and drank off a 
tumbler full of cognac. The effect was instantaneous. 
I felt capable of any thing, and in ten minutes from that 
time I was sketching away with great rapidity. I 
thought, as I proceeded, that I had never produced so 
splendid a design before ; and, to my eye, it seemed an 
amazing emanation of genius! Cruikshank, Phiz, Ga- 
varni! I defied them all! At length, the design being 
completed, I sent it off to the pressman, and requested 
that a proof might be sent me. 

The proof did not arrive that day, but it did in two 
days afterwards, when I was quite sober; and never 
shall I forget the mortification I experienced when I 
gazed on the horrible record of my hours of intoxica- 
tion. It was the maddest mixture of absurdities and 
incongruities that the eye was ever offended by. What 
I had deemed, whilst “beside myself,” to be a splendid 
and original effort, in my sober moments I saw to be 


as contemptible a production as ever disgraced its 
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originator. Accompanying the “proof” was a note, 
in which the gentleman who ordered the design more 
than intimated his suspicions of my state when I sent 
it to him, and requested me to apply to him no more 
for employment. 

There went another chance! I tore up the proof, 
flung it into the fire, and so ended for a long time my 
lithographic career. 

One morning, as a party of the lodgers were sitting 
round the great kitchen fire, watching the progress of 
some soups that were gently simmering on the top of 
the hot plate, a tall singular-looking young man en- 
tered, and was warmly welcomed by one or two pres- 
ent. He was a stranger to me; so it was not for some 
time after his arrival that I partook in the conversation 
which ensued. 

“Ah, Seaton!” said one; “and so you are out 
again!” 

“ And how d’ye like picking oakum?” asked another. 

“And grinding wind?” inquired a third; by which 
query he meant working on the treadmill. 

Now, as the stranger was very fashionably dressed, 
I was somewhat surprised; for gentlemen who pick 
oakum, and work on the treadmill in a prison, are not 
usually attired stylishly. 


{» 


“ Pooh! pooh!” hastily said Mr. Seaton; “I didn’t 


16 
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care arush for it. All that made me savage was cut- 
ting off my mustachios; but theyll soon grow again.” 
And he ran the tip of his fore finger across his upper 
lip, where fluffy indications of a new crop of light hairs 
were to be seen. 

It appeared that Mr. Seaton had for some years 
resided in Paris, his father having discarded him on 
account of his dissolute habits. Spite of these habits, 
he was a remarkably smart fellow. Well educated, and 
of good address, he might have passed muster in the 
best society; but the smallest quantity of drink mad- 
dened him, and then he was a dangerous customer. 
He had undergone his late imprisonment of a month 
for assaulting the police, and had only been liberated 
that morning. 

Seaton and myself became gradually acquainted; and 
just at that time it so happened that a newspaper in 
the French language was started in London. Now, 
Seaton was a capital translator, but knew nothing 
whatever of London life. He had been applied to by 
the editress of the journal in question (a French count- 
ess) to furnish racy “bits” on metropolitan subjects. 
So it was arranged between us that I should get up the 
original matter, and that he should “do” them into 
French, each of us taking half the proceeds. ‘This we 
did for some time; but at last Mr. Seaton got into the 
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Station House so often that the newspaper folks got 
tired of bailing him out; and as I could not write in 
French, my connection with the journal of course 
ceased. 

There were some really very superior young men in 
the “Metropolitan Chambers,’ who were alone pre- 
vented from standing high in their respective callings 
by their love of liquor, and what is called “ good fel- 
lowship.” In various parts of these chapters I have 
alluded to the special dangers to which intellectual 
young men are exposed; and here, before I conclude 
this chapter and the book, I would, without apology, 
quote some striking instances of “ wasted talent,” from 
an article recently published in a New York journal. 

The article I allude to is one of a series entitled 
“ Leaves from the Journal of a New York Clergyman, 


> 


during the half of the Present Century ;” and the par- 
ticular chapter I select from is called “ Dangers of 
College Life.” Who the writer is, I know not; but 
no one who reads his contributions to the New York 
Times will doubt for one moment the accuracy of his 
statements. 

The clergyman says, — 

“In May, 181-, I met with a painful occurrence. [ 
was going down Broadway near the Battery, and ob- 


served a man before me leaning against a lamp post, 


240 PASSAGES FROM THE HISTORY 


whose clothes showed that he had been taken out of 


the gutter. Our eyes met as I approached him, and I 


saw it was my former ~ classmate in college, S 
T 
and turned away his face as I passed him. I could 


Though greatly intoxicated, he recognized me, 


not leave him as he was, and turned back to see what 
I could do for him. When I called him by name, he 
burst into tears, and in a low tone of voice begged me 
not to degrade myself by speaking to him in the street. 
I insisted, however, on taking him home with me, not- 
withstanding his squalid appearance ; when, after a 
few hours’ sleep, he told me his melancholy story. 
His intemperance had led his relatives to cast him off; 
and he was then on his way to Philadelphia, to seek 
employment from a gentleman with whom, in his better 
days, he had formed an acquaintance at Saratoga. His 
chance, he remarked, was very slender; but it was all 
that remained to him, and he was determined to try it. 
He did try it, but without success. IT never heard 
of him afterwards, and fear he died by his own 
hand. 

“He told me, what I well knew, that his bad habits 
were contracted while at college. He was only one 
out of many of my fellow-students who had fallen 
victims to the temptations of a college life. In those 


days, there were no temperance societies ; and temper- 
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ance itself was little understood, and still less regarded. 
Hot suppers, midnight carousals, were too frequent 
with us, and proved the seeds of vice that in a few 
years carried off a fearful proportion of our number to 
an untimely grave. What a wreck of life and high 
talent do I see when I look back! 

! He 
seemed to know every thing as if by intuition. An 


“ Brilliant and generous-hearted J—— B 


hour at study was quite as sufficient for him as a day 
for another; and yet, averse as he was to protracted or 
continued labor, no perplexed classmate ever sought 
his aid in vain. He would sit down beside the slowest 
and dullest of them all, and would somehow contrive 
to work the lesson or recitation into their minds before 
he would quit them; and in the exuberance of his 
spirits, he would laugh at his own patience when the 
work was done. It might be the classics, or mathe- 
matics, or ethics; every thing seemed to come to him 
without effort. He had a voice, too, of great compass 
and ringing tone, that made him one of the first among 
speakers; and all was accompanied with that natural 
ease and gracefulness of manner, that won upon you 
irresistibly. With such talents, and with family con- 
nections including some of the most distinguished and 
influential men in the state, he seemed to have before 


him the prospect of a most brilliant career in public 
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life. His ambition lay in that direction. How often 
has he said to me.that he would never be satisfied 
until he had become a leader in the councils of the 
nation; and much did I hope that his high aim would 
tend to save him from the habit that had begun to grow 
upon him. But no. He had searcely gained admis- 
sion to the bar, when he sank down into a sot, and 
died a dishonored death in the morning of his life. I 
saw him when he was very low in his misery. He 
knew all, and confessed all. ‘I have seen the last of 
my happy days, he said; ‘ the cloud that is over me 
will never be scattered. My heart is worse than 
broken. It has been made a burnt offering to the 
demon of Brandy. I well remember the scalding 
tear and the quivering voice with which he made the 
eonfession. 
cK H. 


seemed to live in a constant gale of gladness. His wit 


was another of my classmates. He 


was sparkling, but always good natured. He had a 
wonderful talent for mimicry. He could imitate every 
thing animate, or inanimate. He was not a good 
scholar; but even when his deficiencies were most 
glaring, he had some humorous remark respecting his 
studies or himself, which not only disarmed the pro- 
fessor of all angry feeling, but seemed also to ren- 


der him equally a favorite with teachers and students. 
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He, too, yielded to the temptation; became so degraded 
and lost, that he was at times taken to the watchhouse 
in the dead of night, and in a few years was hidden in 
his grave. I have been told that, during the latter 
part of his life, all that milk of human kindness that so 
distinguished his earlier years seemed to be changed 
into the very gall of misanthropy. He boasted, in his 
despair, that he would not only ‘curse God and die,’ 
but that, with his last breath, he would ‘curse both 
God and man.’ 


. A 


nobler or a warmer heart can seldom, if ever, be given 


“ And there was my affectionate J—— N 


to man. Such was our mutual attachment that he had 
well nigh changed the whole course and business of my 
life. . His father was at this time an eminent merchant 
in one of our Eastern cities. He was to enter the 
counting house when he left college, and most earnest 
were his entreaties that I would accompany him. To 
render the temptation the stronger, his father made 
every proposition that propriety would allow, as he was 
should be gratified. I had almost 


yielded. Brilliant prospects in the world, and ardent 


anxious that J 


personal attachment, at times, had very great influence 
upon my mind, before I finally yielded. But reflec- 
tion restored me to my former purposes. Little as I 


then understood of what the ministry of the gospel is, 


Haale 
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or of what it requires, I had for years kept my vision 
fixed on it as my profession; and in the end, I told 
my dear J—— that I could not abandon it. He was 
grieved, though not displeased; and we parted, he to 
‘his merchandise, and I to my studies, with vows of 
an attachment that no diversity of pursuit should be 
allowed to extinguish or abate. 

“For years we embraced every opportunity of meet- 
ing. Our correspondence was constant and more than 
cordial. I have sometimes thought it breathed the 
spirit of David and Jonathan ; and so it continued until 
he became a junior partner in his father’s ‘house,’ 
His letters, about that time, became less frequent, and 
he pleaded in apology the pressure of business. But 
they also lost their former freedom. There was con- 
straint, with an effort to conceal it. I could not but be 
alarmed. I knew ‘the sin that easily beset’ him, and 
had often implored him to be on his guard. I wrote 
to him frankly what I feared. He immediately, and in 
a manner much like his former self, thanked me for 
my candor, but assured me that he was safe against the 
temptation respecting which I was anxious. About the 
same time he was married to a lovely woman, and his 
letters on that subject were so like those of former days 
that I hoped for the best. He was most happy in his 


choice, and as he was now forming new relations in 
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life, and with new sources of enjoyment opening to him, 
I pressed on him the importance of increased vigilance, 
and a total withdrawal from occasions of temptation. 

“ But although for a short time he seemed to feel 
what he owed to his family, to himself, and to his 
Maker, the habit came back upon him. Before the 
end of four years from his marriage, his conduct to his 
wife had become so violent that she had to return with 
her two little children to her father’s house; after 
which he soon became a raving madman, and died in 
the Asylum for the Insane; his widow soon after 
dying, the victim of a broken heart, leaving their babes 
orphans. 

“These are sad, sad pictures. And yet they are se- 
lections taken at random from a countless group. 
Could I unfold the roll which would tell of all the evil 
that intemperance in our colleges has produced, we 
should find ‘it written within and without;’ and the 
‘writing thereon, lamentation, and mourning, and woe.’ 
I have put these two ‘or three examples on record, in 
order to show how little this demon can be controlled 
by considerations of a high ambition, or of domestic 
ties ; or, indeed, of any thing else, except that sovereign, 
omnipotent grace of God, which, alas! is so seldom 
sought by the once intemperate drinker. ‘O my soul, 


come not thou into their secret; unto their assembly, 
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mine honor, be not thou united.’ Would to God that I 
could engrave upon the heart of every one, old and 
young, the graphic ‘warning of Solomon, ‘Look -not 
thou upon the wine when it is red, when it giveth his 
color in the cup, when it moveth itself aright. At the 
last it biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder. 
Yea, thou shalt be as he that lieth down in the midst 
of the sea, or as he that lieth upon the top of a 


9 99 


mast. 

It appears to me that, although in the main such 
institutions as these “Metropolitan Chambers” are 
admirable, yet they have one great fault, and a fault, 
too, that cannot easily be remedied. I allude to the 
want of female society. It was, as I have before said, 
the custom at one time for the female relatives and 
friends of the lodgers at these “Chambers,” to be ad- 
mitted to a lecture, or a soirée, one evening in the 
week, in the reading room. This was abolished for 
no good reason that I can see. If you want to make 
d@ man modest and virtuous, you cannot do better, I 
think, than bring him up among modest women; if you 
would brutalize him, let him live in a stable. The 
writer of the cases I have just been quoting says, with 
reference to this admixture of the sexes, — 


“T ought not to close this reference to the dangers 
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that beset my earlier years without mentioning very 
distinctly one great means of my preservation and 
safety. The society of ladies has done much for me 
all my life long; and it was the salutary, softening in- 
fluence of such associations, that, with God’s blessing, 
restrained me from many an excess into which I might 
otherwise have been led while receiving my education. 
It is a bad sign when a young man has no relish for 
such company. Whatever a man’s station in life, 
whether higher or lower, public or private, he will be- 
come a better man, and escape many a disaster, if he 
will listen in due season to the voice of the intelligent 
and the refined among the other sex. Not only do 
they generally excel us in their nice perception of the 
proprieties of life, and in their tender sense of duty to 
both God and man, but they are equally before us in 
their instinctive faculty of foreseeing evil before it is 
upon us, and of wisely discerning the character and 
motives of men. It was not alla dream which made 
the wife of Julius Cxsar so anxious that he should not 
go to the senate chamber on the fatal Ides of March; 
and had he complied with her entreaties, he might have 
escaped the dagger of Brutus.” 

I might have extended these “Passages” to a far 
ereater length; but I have deemed it best here to take 
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leave of the reader. Many of the foregoing papers 


have been penned with no little pain; but I care not, 
I 


so that they be productive of benefit to some one or 
other of misery’s children. No vanity has urged me 
to their publication ; nothing but a stern sense of duty 
should have compelled me to make such disclosures. 
Take them, reader, as random leaves torn from the 
volume of a hitherto wasted life’s history, and draw 


from them warning and instruction if you can. 
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